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. from outward forms to win 
The passion and the lifej whose fountains are writhin.®^ 

Coleridge : DSection . 


When a man proceeding onwards from terrestrial things 
by the right^way of loving, once comes to sight of that 
Beauty, he is not far from his goal. And this is the 
right way ... he should begin by loving earthly things 
for the s.ake of the absolute loveliness, ascending to that 
as it were by degrees or steps, from the first to the second, 
and thence to all fair forms; and from fair forms to fair 
conduct, and from fair conduct to fair principles, until 
from ^ fair principles he finally arrive at the ultimate 
principle of all and learn w’hat absolute beauty is. This 
life, my^ dear Socrates, said Diotima, if any life at ail is 
worth living, is the life that a man should live, in the 
contemplation of absolute Beauty . . . 

Plato : Symposium, 

Trans. Robert Bridges. 
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THE FORT 

Be still, my soul, be still; the arms you bear arc brittle. 

A. E. Housman 
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CHAPTER ONE 

On an afternoon of January 1915, a small train dragged 
itself across the flat Dutch countryside in the neighbour¬ 
hood of Bodegraven, carrying a group of English officers 
under guard. Their heads appeared continually at the win-- 
dows, for, though their destination had been kept from 
them, they judged by a restless movement of the guard that 
they were near the end of their journey. 

Lewis Alison, a dark, cragg}^ man of more than common 
height, gave no sign of sharing in the general curiosity. He 
stayed in his place, seeming to have wrapped himself in a 
composure not easily to be disturbed. Thirty years had left: 
upon him more than their accustomed mark—not upon his 
physical appearance only, but upon his manner, delaying 
his smile and giving an air of deliberateness to his speech 
and movement. Vigour and eagerness lay in his eyes, and 
his hair, full and black, had the glisten of youth upon it; 
his body was pliant and his cheeks could darken with colour 
when whipped by excitement, but his good looks were of 
maturity, and owed so much to something austere and self- 
disciplined in his expression that it was hard for one who 
had not known him in the past to imagine him as a very 
young man, sanguine and impetuous. But while he sat in 
this train, which the early twilight of winter was already 
filling with shadow, even his boyhood might have been 
guessed at by one who watched him closely. When he 
spoke, there was in his voice a mingling of quietness 
and animation which made him master of his company. 
Throughout the morning and the afternoon he had spoken 
little. A book on Ms knee had occupied him, and the 
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turn of Hs fingers as he lifted a page suggested a loving 

reader. 

Among the Englishmen in the train were a few airmen, 
brought down by engine-failures into neutral territory, but 
the greater number were of the Naval Division that had 
retreated from Antwerp three months earlier. Separated 
from their men, with whom they had been living in an in¬ 
ternment camp at Groningen, they were now being taken 
to closer imprisonment in a fortress. In Lewis’s compart¬ 
ment were two fomer sergeants of marine, Lapham and 
Shordcy, upright,in opposite comers like dogs on trust; 
Ballater, long and fair and handsome, stretched out at ease; 
and Se2iey, still so much of a boy that, when he withdrew 
his head and shoulders from the window and turned round 
to communicate in high excitement what he had seen or 
guessed or thought of, his w^ords came tumbling over one 
another, and he had often to stop and draw breath in an 
audible gasp before he could continue. Other officers had 
from time to time wandered in from the corridor, staved 
t little while and gone. 

“This fort we’re going to, ” Lapham was saying. “Wonder 
what kind of a place k is.? Ever served in a fort, Shordey?” 

Shorty s eyes twinkled above his puffy cheeks. Now as 
dwap, he seemed about to make a joke, but he shook his 
too and said nothing. 

. did once/’ Lapham continued. “At Sheemess. Vindy 

pkce. But I didn’t mind it. The young officers did^ 

You had the wife with you,” Shordey said. 

hi. liad at last closed 

his took, asked: Do you imagine we’re going to be shut 

« to pk« for ever. aLo! I ci-,“Vto 
it 

“tI'v 8®* the idea of it, ” he replied 

luruif Ku odd in the past—to be 

•out up. Whole communities shut themselyes up^ I’ye ofen 
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thought Fd like to go round the world in a sailing-ship. 
Day after day, nothing but your own job.’’ ^ 

What did these fellows shut themselves up for, Alison? 
Shordey asked, wrenching himself out of his speechless¬ 
ness. 'A¥hat was the idea? Religion and so on?” 

Lewis hesitated. The answer to that question would be 
m answer to all the questions that had for many houm, 
for many years, perplexed and enchanted him. Then, sud¬ 
denly, fascinated by so profound a riddle, he began to speak 
of the monastic ideal of earlier ages, saying that there were 
two aspects of it, the devotional and the contemplative. 
*^The struggle for some kind of stillness within oneself 
seems to run right through history,” he said, *Tn cities and 
market-places as well as in monasteries. In forts, too, ^^d 
camps and prisons. It’s a question of how to attain it.^ To 
worship a particular god is only one means; so is seclusion; 
neither, perhaps, is a necessary means.” Even Sezley turned 
from the window to listen to him. His audience was held 
by his argument and by the evidence of his eyes and voice 
that he had deep personal concern in it. He said much that 
surprised them, but nothing for effect—nothing that did 
not spring from within himself. ^ 

‘T believe you’d have been a monk if you d lived then, 
Ballater said. ‘ Wou’d like to be a monk now if you had the 


Lewis at first made no reply. Then: I ve no sort of re¬ 
ligious vocation,” he answered. “Anyhow I have a business 
to run and people dependent on me. . . . But in the fort, 

he went on with hungry eagerness, “there’ll be none of 
that. As long as we live, it’s the only chance that any of us is 
likely to have to be completely independent.” He checked 
himself abruptly and leaned back in his corner. ^ 

“It’s all very well for you,” Ballater sai^. You won t 
be without a job. You have your history to write. 

“Without the history,” Lewis replied, I d still be glad 


“But who’s to look after the business?” Lapham asked. 
“What’s your line, Alison?” _ ,, , 

"Publishing. Alison and Ford. Educational books mostly, 


I 

and books of reference.” Lewis’s words came from him in 
jerte, forced by a reluctant memory of the past. “I’ve been 
at It ten years. I took my father’s place when he died. Uo- 
hill work Still he added, “that’s over. Everything be- 

gins afresh to-day. * j g oe 

Blit Lapham^s mind had run on. 

‘Tou may have your history,” he said. “But what’s thf. 
rest of us to do.^ We’re not all monks by a long chalk NTn 
wom,„ „• „„ job. I,., „„e for the married men thS the 
Single though you may think different, Ballater ” ^ 

hfeLl,JX”«?’’ "I’™ *P“< my 

'Slfr 

place. There jsW?erickeS;h^‘lb^/^^^"’ is the 

-you see the ramparte wife 

new country mansion ** ^ over. That is your 

4fe" ”*» I* pocket Sh, 

■<> office, Lm “'"“■"I "ccy Jay from h„m“ 
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and books of reference.’^ Lewis’s words came from him in 
jerks, forced by a reluctant memory of the past. ‘T Ve been 
at it ten years, I took my father’s place when he died. Up¬ 
hill work. Still,” he added, ‘'that’s over. Everything be¬ 
gins afresh to-day.” 

But Lapham’s mind had run on. 

''You may have your history,” he said. “But what’s the 


rest of us to do? We’re not all monks by a long chalk. No 
women an’ no job. It’s worse for the married men than the 
single, though you may think different, Bailater.” 

Balkter replied cautiously: “As for girls, the old mon¬ 
asteries didnt always keep them out.” 

“Theyl get in somehow—never you mind,” Lapham 
said after a moment’s reflection. “Visitors’ days. Poodle- 
faking in the dog-watches. Women never leave you alone. 
They come in Hke water into an old ship. First your mother.^ 
Then your wife. Then, when you think you’re through 
with it, your daughter worryin’ at you. You never get clear. 
This fort mayn’t be as peaceful as you looks for, Alison. 
Things have a way of coming in, you know.” 

indeed,” Lewis answered. “I’ve spent mv 

life finding that out.” ^ 

The tmin groaned, rattled and was silent. It had stopped 
Without show of reason among the meadows. 

here,” Sezley cried, leaning out yet farther. 

1 here s no station, no platform, nothing.” 

But a Dutch captain with a precise voice and a blonde 
W moustache went from compartment to compartment' 

iivi®.f dinner,” BaUater said. 

was heard to explain, “this is the 
^ ^lenckerschans, the fortress where you eo 
^ou see the ramparts with the trees over? That ^ vour 
new country mansion.” -mans your 

Ahson rose and slipped his book into his Docket Six 

..y .t k 
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different life had fallen asleep within him. This evening, 
when he took up that volume again, the gates of the fort 
would have closed. For months, perhaps for years, they 
w^ould not be opened. 

^‘Come on,’’ he said. *‘Let’s get out.” 

Coat collars were turned up, pipes lighted and khaki caps 
pressed down against a blustering wind. The Englishmen 
climbed on to the line. With a guard of some fifty Dutch 
privates shambling before and after them and the blonde 
officer in their midst, they set out across country. 

Ballater and Lewis Alison walked together. At Antwerp 
they had serv^ed in the same battalion but in different com¬ 
panies, and not until they had passed several weeks in 
Groningen were they drawn into a loose friendship. What 
bound them was not a shared interest but a humorous liking 
or tolerance that each had for the other’s foibles. 

“Personally,” Ballater said, “monasteries aren’t in my 
line. No opening for talent.” His face, clear red and white 
in complexion, moved in an easy smile. 

Lewis wondered what Ballater would do in the fort. What 
would they all do?—and he looked at the men surrounding 
him. Some were naval officers or former naval officers re¬ 
joined for the war; some schoolboys, still in the adventure 
of a commission, no older than his own brother who had 
been killed at his side during the crossing of the Scheldt. 
Some, like himself, were mature civilians, brought by a 
medley of chances into the Naval Brigades. Lapham and 
Shordey, being old soldiers, would make themselves snug 
in Purgatory itself, anxious only that marching-orders 
should not disturb them. They would settle down to a 
routine of pipes and beer and five-cent Nap, outwardly 
resigned. But imprisonment, even the easy jpiprisonment 
that lay before them all, was a distinguisher of men. None 
knew what would befall him here nor what he might be- 

come. , _ 

Lewis was possessed by the fantasy of this mild walk 
into prison. Near him, Herriot, a Flying Corps pilot, 
and Dacres, his observer, were plodding on, shoulder to 
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shoulder* Even Dacres’s chubby face wore an expression of 
melancholy—a grotesque, ridiculous crumpling. He was 
taking stock of the Dutch guards, the broad fields, the 
c!;ances of a dash for liberty. When he spoke of this 
Herriot growled and shook his head. “Not a hope. We’d 
be in the dvkes.” 


They went on in silence, and Lewis knew what bitter¬ 
ness was in Herriot’s mind. Dacres was an amateur of ad¬ 
venture; if he did not escape he would soon console him- 
selfi but Herriot was a dry, frosted little man, cool, wary, 
without illusions, and to fly was his life. He cared for 
nothing else except unending games of patience. Flight was 
to him a necessary drug; without it his imagination became 
erratic and his fingers twitched above the cards. “I must 
get out/’ he had said at Groningen. “This war’s my one 
chance. There’ll never be another until I’m too old.” He 
lifted his grooved, sallow face out of the collar of his coat 
and gazed at the fort, a tree-lined eminence seemingly 
afloat on the ground-mist. ° ^ 

Alison. Like the look of it} This ought to be the 
place for you. Though why, I doubt if I understand. What 

IS It you wantr 

“T hat’s a hard question.” 

“I know— but answer it.” 

^ is peace of mind'-” 

iMt^s too vague,” Herriot interrupted. “May mean 

S ha/a good 

dmatr and his pipe is drawing.” ° 

“There’s no answer to your question 

b 

amwerl^'^t’fwKi^?^ fools,” Herriot 

Sow ii bL iSf Tr “ want-though damned few of 

nStoriy t T ^ 

» Srfe "“y’' "Sto&WoeyJS 

lie goes 
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of this world. I know your story; Ballater told it me; and ; 

a man who's left in charge of his family when he's still an i 

undergraduate and pulls a business out of the fire isn't an 
incompetent. It's not the sort of efficiency that Fm capable 
of. A mother, two sisters, a young brother to educate—Fd 
have deserted them in a week. I did desert my own wife 
and children. Still, if you can stick that, you can stick most 
things." 

“It wasn't altogether a question of sticking it," Lewis 
said. *Tt was at first. In a way it was right up to the end. 

But I don't take a hero's credit. I began to be proud of it— 
almost to like it. That's the devil of it all—that half of me 
began to like it. But running a business and a family wasn't 
what I wanted to do. This"'—he lifted a hand towards the 
fort—“is what I’ve wanted inside me all my life." 

“Well," Harriot said, “to every man his own fanaticism 
—as long as he's got one. It's a queer choice for you to 
make. You can do your job outside and do it damned well. 

Men like your company. And women too," he added, shoot¬ 
ing a glance upward. “You could play hell with them if it 
amused you. You look as if you’d burn them up with your 
austerity—and that's a candle they'll always die in. Not all 
women, perhaps—the silly ones like a smoother passage— 
but the women worth having.... Look, man, there’s what 
Ballater calls your monastery. Shout! Why don't you shout 
and sing and dance? I should if I saw an Avro make a land¬ 
ing in that field, ready to take me away." 

“No, you wouldn't," Lewis said. “You'd be too excited 
to speak and too doubtful whether you'd get clear. This 
is my chance, but God knows what I shall do with^it.'® 

“Nothing would keep me from my job," Herriot ex¬ 
claimed. “Not a hundred mothers and sisters and brothers 
—nothing but that prison. Nothing ever has. But this place 
is the end for me, if I can’t get out of it quick,"’.,. Observe 
the corpse walking to its grave." 

In the fierce extravagance of that jest there was so deep 
a sadness that Lewis could find no answer to it. There were 
peace and joy in his own heart. In the fort, he imagined, 
day would follow day in slow, empty routine. He would 
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k cut ever this calm, mist-bound country that separated 
’em ail external claims and watch the spring appear. 
1: .mmtr, creenness would enrich it; in autumn, the few 
at/:- >! trees would dame and darken; this winter or next 
triOw vooild a snowfall and the canals would become a 
rLt;’- ’'k ot hLick cords laid upon the snowu Hour after 
or. n„,*5 '1 urkiT season, in no conflict of duties, he would 
: ^ V i u oh his life he had wished to do. 

■‘Fi h’ke to DC a saint/' said Herriot suddenly. 

"A saint—wnyr’* 

It ■odd be exciting, that's why. Anything is that you 
^ w : ) :n,iJ Freut. The hopelessly sane men are the bores. 

. for iiFtarxed] He jerked his thumb. “A good fel- 
. : ot sore as a stationmaster. You have the merit of be- 

jy Aliy-n, Ha!f-mad an 3 nvay. Lord in heaven, think 
'to u 0 road about a historj’' book! And a history of the 
j.jtiL njjUutVi e iite at that! That's what you want to write, 
u: Jt s a good world when you see the joke of it." And 
iit vJdcil slowly: ^T suppose there's a technique of con- 
:tr:vr Atiuo—same as in flying. You've got to learn it from 
AR, And no good then if yL haven'tthe right nerv^'^ 
tv were approaching the fort—a high flat mound that 
' a fiolkiw square, for above the grassy ram- 

I \i ere visible the tops of trees growing within on a 
40wcr xveL On each of the great earthen bastions at the 
aimers oi the square was a wood of tall elms. A canal 
thuii any common moat, lay about the base of the 
it had been made, they soon discovered, to en- 
cirat the fortress, to which a guarded bridge was the 
vmv tm.ance. As Lewis crossed the bridge, he paused 

...yp “S" 

breadth of the old fortress^ 
hrch above their roofs stood the gatehouse rammrt A' 

Fbk'rarc-lamps, senRbJies 
bart^ed uire. it overshadowed the rooU thF LeS 
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found was to be Ms dormito.ry. Through the windows on 
one side, nothing was to be seen but this great rampart 
and a narrow path that divided it from the buildings. On 
the other side, the prospect was more open. Here, beyond 
the path, were a few yards of turf, fringed with barbed 
wire and bordered by a stagnant inlet from the moat. The 
main ramparts of the fortress rose out of the farther bank 
of this strip of water. Their earthy bulk stood across the 
world, but above them and their soaring elms the twiiit 
sky was visible. From this quarter in the daytime the sun 
would for a little while make its vray into the room. 

Ballater and Lewis chose beds within a few feet of each 
other and sat down upon them. Baggage was being brought 
in, but their own was not yet come and they had nothing 
to do. Other officers, whose place was in this dormitory, 
were standing about in knots, hesitant and restless. '^What 
are we going to do here?” Ballater said. “We shall be 
lucky if we aren't at each other's throats in a fortnight.'' 

Sezley was handing round lumps of marching chocolate. 
“Rations for the troops!" He was as excited as a girl at a 
party. 

Among the baggage that had come was Sezley’s gramo¬ 
phone. He turned it on, and soon Lauder's voice was 
grinding into the dusk. Someone began to sing, was 
shouted down, and persisted in his singing. A chorus 
sprang up and in the midst of it the gramophone choked 
and died. A grey hush fell on the room. 

“This place will be damp, so near the water," and 
Ballater stared up at the whitewashed walls. It was now 
too dark to see whether they were patched with wetness. 

Sezley was examining Ms gramophone. “Can't see a 
thing. Anyone got some matches?" He looked over Ms 
shoulder at the brass oil-lamps hung from the ceiling. A 
chair was dragged across the boarded floor; a match fizzed 
and iUumined the faces looking upward. “No oil." But 
Sezley prevailed among the shadows; soon a jarring of the 
needle was changed to a stifled rag-time, and Ballater said: 

“That's one of the snags to your monastery. You won't 
have a room to yourself night or day." 
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But nothing could now disturb Lewis’s tranquillitv 
Whiie he sat on his bed and the noise of the room drummed 
upcn him, his mind returned to a time when, still a child 
he had felt that he was at the gate of a mystery which if 
he could but open his eyes anew, would be revealed’to 
bur.. lo learn how to open his eyes it had seemed neces- 
8a.w that he should be alone, that he should be still with 
m aosomte stillness, until his self that was blind had fallen 
from bim^iike the skm of a snake. Within the apparent 
fcrrn ox an things was another form, waiting to aoDear- 
witnin stones another stone; within the vitality of trees a 
secret and ghostly sap; beyond God who, he had been 
taugf.t, was ms Father m Heaven, another god whose being 
not from instruction and rule, but from his own 
t-renension. As he grew older, he had perceived in cer¬ 
tain COCKS that their authors had been seeking what he 
sought, and scholarship had become a passion k hSi a 
mcims, not ot learning only, but of association with mSds 
coloured as his own. To their diverse voyages he woSid 
now ^'et’orn seeking always in them that diLfpLe oSl 

““ perfectly attained it Ms 

dusk, wishing to visit the ram 
parts before others came and to walk aiSong the great eh^,' 

ori tiie bastions. But there a k i ^ ® 

£SaM fn folhetalTr^aSr tE^k P 

“it would be too simnle 
that came from him uneLily as tSu^h^th^l 

i; vot ne.T 0 ns!y collectiig i, frS’bS'i'T’*'' 

"'PMM-in the 
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would learn Dutch, they said, and had asked Lewis, who 
had already made progress in the language, whether 
he would help them. As he walked under the darkening 
and austere sky, watching an electrician in overalls inspect 
an arc-lamp circuit, the word escape seemed to come to 
him from another age. It was a thing you could pick up 
between your fingers and toss in your hand like an old 
coin, thinking of the remote world in wdiich it was cur¬ 
rency. But he heard his own mind say: our job to 

get out of this place if w-e can,” and his eyes were on the 
barbed wire, testing it. 

In the messroom, he found Herriot with his patience 
cards, sitting at the end of a long empty table covered in 

red chenille. 

“Cut to me, Alison, and bring me luck. Fve made a 
bet with myself. Every card I don’t get out keeps me in 
this place a w^eek.” 

Lewds stretched across the table and cut the pack. 


Though a letter from his mother came in each Pr,<rr 
and Janet, the elder of his sisters senr r. + 

p.e Times in which local casualties were mSed°ii^® ° 
mk, more than a month nasseH mariced m re( 

that Lewis’s request forL b^kf h?d^^ 

^ast his motherlrote: A 

I fm jml^Sl'thlk wfbeer 

Ihem, but eierythiiu I"™, slow in sendint 

-so Uy foSanliS”? “3°^'®“'' 

do for the men, and the^nnr K ' ^^5^ one needs to 

% must come first, as jon dtlf mSTh 

your books, would be the'firQf t though you love 

now that N;ncvirmSried W H^^^^^^^ besides, 

thing, and it w^ always NiL vni. f 

% and he said^I was to%fsurStdl^°°'^T 

teps steady, but all publishingil business 

do everything himself now vr, bas to 

old, but he will carry on h^sai?^ 
has always been a little touchv^7^ ^ ^hink he 

proved so much after you joined it business im¬ 
posed away. I have nevei iSd P°°^ ^'^ther 

a»s daughter. Oh, Lewis, I do wi.h t^t^erent from 
Ehza^th had not been broken nff^ ff'^f engagement to 
sadabie to me. It always seemed so 

But about your books T . 

^ ^ooks 1 was surprised when von. 
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l^ter came. For a time I could not make myself think 
about books—it seemed so strange that you should care 
to think of them in these dreadful days when we have all 
one object only, to p^enge our dead. Vengeance is mine, 
saith the Lord, I will repay. But we must help. Even in 
the little work Janet and I do here at home we feel that. 
It is a consolation. But afte,rwards I said to mvseif 
must have your books since you asked for them and God 
has, decided you may take no more part in this struggle 
unless Holland is shamed into doing as Belgium did. So 
I went up to your room, past poor Peter’s door (Ms little 
place is just as he left it and some of his writing still on 
the blotter), and I looked for the books and papers as you 
told me. How^ many you had in that locked cupboard! 
I used to think it was account-files you kept there. Some 
on your list I could not find. I grew tired looking, and I 
thought you would not mind; but there will be enough to 
occupy you in your sad idleness. In the end it was Elizabeth 
who packed them and arranged to have them sent. She 
wanted to look for others, too, but I had burned your list 
by then. She has never really told me how your engage¬ 
ment was broken off w^hen she visited you in the camp at 
Walmer. She says you both wished it, but I have never 
heard of such a case. I used to think she was such a well- 
balanced girl—always so quiet and so modest about the 
share in the business and the money she will have from 
her father some day. But perhaps the war has upset her 
in more ways than one. You cannot imagine what trouble 
I have had with the maids since the camp began in Harbury 
Park! Young people of every class seem to be very much 
on edge. When I told Elizabeth that you were to be moved 
to a moated fortress from which it would be impossible to 
escape, she said: ^Thank God! That’s his chance, then/ 
Of course I am thankful you are safe, and if she had been, 
still engaged to you I might have expected her to say what 
she did, but she told me, when I asked her, t.hat she w^as 
glad because for once you would be compelled to stop 
fighting other people’s battles and to lead your own life. 
What she meant I really don’t know. I said, how could 
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she say such a thing?-—as though she thought you woulrf 
mther be reading in idleness. sL could not ansVer me 11 
^urse, but went on cording the crate without looking at 
me. So strange. And when I thought it was done witf 
a e found _a volume slipped under a chair—one of Plato’s 
It was and m Greek-and she would open up the crat^ 
again and put it in I am sure that I was righ^t and 

^ overwrought, she is still genuinelv 

her if I were you. ^ si^ould go on writing to 

to your^dd^obbwTwdsh I Sild^reS^ 

mv mind But since Pet^r i r^i distract 

if he had been on yom 

the piece of shell came t m ^ ° '^hen 

I am always picturing the dreadf 1 spared, and 

me and my book and I can refd k between 

But you a^e more comooser'Sif . • ^ newspaper. 

suppose, if one is capable of it^ThVh Tt ^ 

days ago....” ^ Bhe books left here three 

tending to°Ja?k Jin S^he^TOlk^d*^ ramparts, in¬ 
pecker came over surnmnni ^ but a green wood- 

flight of the min’d, he watched Tt’ ^ delicious 

farther side of the moat H ° ^ the 

bordered with willow and'nllT^’ 1“ sparsely 

spindly legs w^e wf ^tb great ears 


Jmter is breaking up, he saW , !i“ ®Ims overhead. 

that among the many birds n fhifni “ u ^bought 

blackbird nor thrush and but P ^l^.b® bad seen neither 

was thrust like a dagge?--tw f‘bought 

was herald of a campaign ^ *be break-up of this winter 

Fifty vear,= —UT 
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at \%ierickerscli,ans she had seen figures^ said to be those 
of Engiishmenj, movirig to and fro, but she wouid have no 
care for them or for the remote wars. The Iambs, with their 
absurd, stumbEng grace, might enter into the pattern of 
her mind, or the heron, solitary inhabitant of the marsh; 
and Lewis knew that he also would see the heron and the 
iambs, and hear again the iriove.iiie.nt of the roo.ks above 
him., when all else of this day had falleii to greyness an.d 
the trivial gleams of the past; would see the.m, it might be, 
when he was unable to imagine Ms mother's face, so long 
would she then have been in her grave. Now, with the 
cniiii.ple of ^ her letter in Ms fist, he imagined her at her 
little table in the morning-room, saw how the simshine 
revealed the white in her iron hair, listened to the dasMng 
strokes of her nib. She was noisy and violent in notMng 
else, but she WTOte, in a Jingle of bangles, as if each corre¬ 
spondent were a mobilized a.rmy hungry for dispatches, 
and each post t.he last. Only the letters she sent to Peter 
at school had been written on her knee by the fire, silently 
and in pencil. " 

Looking back on his past an.d on his mother's letter 
which seemed to have sprung from it, he smiled over them, 
as he would have smiled over the narrative of another's 
life, the life of a friend whose secrets he was but now be¬ 
ginning to undeptand. He had always supposed that it was 
the need to maintain his hom.e that had bound him to it 
—that, and his ^ mother's reliance upon Mm. But what 
bound me, he said now, was what alw^ays keeps men .from 
going their own way . . , and he could not complete the 
thought. Some flmv in Mmself, perhaps. Or was the world, 
.in the exercise of its power over one who wished to become 
independent of it, subtler than the m.o.ralists commonly 
supposed, binding Mm, not by Ms vice or w^eakness, but 
by Ms strength and a flatteiy^ of Ms virtues? The grip of 
a wife, he thought, not the inducements of a mistress.. 

The packing-case at last followed Ms mother's letter. 
Sezley ran into the smoking-room with news of its arrival. 
It was necessary, he knew, to the writing of ''the Mstory,” 
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which, because he liked Lewis, he had romanticised in v 
impetuous mind. He entered from the courtyard with 
headlong floundering of a puppy, for he exp^ected 
Lewis alone. The emergence of a senior baldheari o 
pair of blood-rimmed eyes from behind a low^r^i ® 
of the Statesman of Calcutta abashed him but hf» 

abashedforIo„g.pecrow„a„dsSSnJ?dS-^^^^^^ 

Strap had not m the fort their Indian ssftoulder- 

he hadn’t bem by any means a colonel S’n“ e Sfc 

S; aTfc 

”TSkS“5hf’’ 7S*yom bEl’^'b «'« 

TWsa,ha“cki„g-eaESg^^^^^^^ 

Going to open it now? Shall I help?” ^ Three. 

and hlrdT Ste!XdTfoafhidT‘ T 
thdr betrothal might mss no 

there was as much arthmiaiityn between them, and 

Sion of these words as had foirnri^ deliberate omis- 

She also would feel ?L SnVt™ their use. 

would say, and her little sSe w 

within her. He rememberedThe ^T u 

how once, while he kissed her t! death— 

she had known suddenly that^ 

P^ion, that he was Snl fl f.e 

ledge had been the cause of knr> Her know- 

«ot understood; nor he She had 

tought long against the t^th AtHst fodd-®^l^^ and had 

at VValmer, she had accepted—farewell 
what be could not deny To wriw^ courage!— 

><hom of friendship, to wounK!iu""_“?^ “ ‘be chilled 


jone less cruel. &ee;rXr&^ tnight%vrire; 

^ ncvm in y. ^ 

' wsh, Sedey, that yon wouldn’t come into , room 
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^ siphon,” the statesman of Calcutta re- 

"SSts'SIs'^'f™” •»' 

“Sorry^, sir.” 

of S? w" “ “ 

he reSLT'!?f"Son?-, sir,- 

you/°^^ sod who made 

had_not_the gift of silence. “Anyhow,” he said, 
the colour rising in his cheeks, “I don’t see ^yhat there is 

tola™ I— ‘oosd on your foe,. I 

i.“J;j“ft.'i'‘“Sooksofyours AIison?”Jed,vdlan,iabk 

mteryened. _ Something to read?” And the question as he 
Wd not seeming to be as inteliis%t as he hid 

mad ”’ to do in this hole 

Alison s writing a liistor>% sir/ 
temper past. 

“But history,” Jedweil said, “is being made.... A his- 
tor}f, inay I ask, ot what?” 

Lewis might hav'e let the question slide; it had been 

5>tSrffcr/„?S4®“‘ 

contemplative life/' 

I he what?” 

the RemiMTe?*' “'“PMOol”!? “ England since 

‘‘Blit who lives it?” 

in India ^°^ ’ ^ true that 

it til“ \°wi: England. Who Hves 

'^Ey and with what effect?” 
ml c! ! g°°Eish summary of my book,” Lewis said. 

_ I he Siatesman of Calcutta fell to the floor. A lively 
made Jedweil a changed man. 

Are you really writing that book—seriously? Then lei 


s hole except 
Sezley answered, his 
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me tell you this. You can’t write about the contemplative 
hfs unless you’re the sort of man capable of Jiving it.” 

“I know,” Lewis said. “It’s much more important to 
me to become a man of that sort than to write the historv 
But vou must have a concrete task to live by while you’re 
learning—worshipping God, or shepherding, or illuminat¬ 
ing manuscripts, or writing a history. It’s all one.” 

Jedweli twisted a button on his tunic. “I see That 
sounds like sense. Look here.” he added, his hand shaking 
a nttle and his eyes coming up in compelled shyness “if 
vou want the Indian stuff—and I don’t see how you’can 
do without it-I know about that, or did once. Might hSe 
been better for me if I’d known a bit less. Lot of good it’s 
i. ■; you care to.’’ 

Sngen '' “ oo his 

“Aren’t you coming, Alison?” he said, and as thev 
rossed the coui^ard: “What’s the matter with TedwelP 

_les, he does/’ Lewis answered. 

■he for:. ® I-™is saw a map of 


"iflaTiL*’M 5’™ ™<J- 

■red, carefuilv wininr, .t,. Ll A ° Ferrard an¬ 


swered, careMl ■ Tt K 

tnk. Then he be'camra^fare that T ^ 

eyebrows went un int« k;. f„. side. His 



te said, “you cl^Telp 

difiiaiities they leanedLer the eralained his 

p« of ita oudko naa CO " S"''/’'” 

Sy • narrow rwm „f 
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the dormitories, the gatehouse and the bridge leading to 
the outer world; on the larger, the square of the main ram¬ 
parts with a vast quadrangle, containing the garrison’s 
quarters, enclosed in it, and, at its corners, the wooded 
bastions. “It’s the external dimensions that worry me.” 
He pointed with his pencil. “What’s the breadth of the 
outer canal—there?'' 

‘*Does it matter?" Lewis said. 

''I don't want to leave anything to chance." Ferrard 
lowered his voice that he might not be overheard. “IVe a 
Belgian in Rotterdam making outside arrangements. I want 
him to have his car—there. , . , And either there ... or 
there ... I shall do my get-away. It will be dark. We might 
not make contact unless the staff-work’s perfect—so this 
map. ..." 

As they discussed the scheme, Lewis perceived a flaw 
in it and suggested an amendment. 

Ferrard looked at him. “You’re a queer bloke, Alison. 
Thanks for the idea. But why did vou tell it to me?" 

“Isn’t it useful?" 

“I know. But if I’d had it, I should have kept it to 
myself." 

“It’s not so precious as ail that." 

“It’s damned good." 

“You’re an enthusiast, Ferrard, you.know." 

we all are on this job. ..." Ferrard was about 
to speak again, checked himself, sucked a paint-brash and 
considered^his words. Look here, I’ll tell you what I’ll 
do," he said at last, with the seriousness of .a diplomat 
conceding a continent. “Fm tied up in this scheme with— 
with two other people. And it won’t work for more than 
three. But one of them thinks he may have a better line 
elsewhere. Anyhow he may not be able to raise the cash. 
If he fails out, 111 take you in. . . . Or perhaps you’ve 
something of your own?" He added swiftly: “No, that’s 
not a fair question. . . . Let’s leave it at that. If there’s 
a vacancy, I’ll give you first refusal. No need to decide 
now." 

But why this elaboration of map-drawing? Lewis won- 
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dered as he turned away towards the 

moned by Sezley’s shout for attention. Why the coJo^?”a 

inks, the paint-bo.v, the measured printing the dni 

and compass m the north-west corner? 'The BelJ 

Rotterdam would not profit by so much H^rnr 

un|ik, Fe^rd was£ his tim Se tfa S°offi ' 

quick, unspectacular worker. Only in the ° officer, a 

men were changed, would he have 

as though persuaded that he might <Sdc oJ'Sf ?aniesti, 
hetlej- ,as prising „pe„ the pacSS^e t'J 
saw at once how small a nart of hJc Lewis 

tained m it. His task ap eS"dtw'te,“"“:‘’' 


discouragement vanished as soon =>= t u j his 

fiands. In the packinv-case it 

the others. It’s the Plato he th™f separated from 
in at the last moment But she^ Elizabeth put 

paid think onlyThis b"‘„£ .Sll™”- -tiadfhe 
him many connected posts in the K L • f ®'^ggesting to 
had imagined. Since the Rene.' historical system that he 

which he meant the stilling of thelou? 

of the mind and body so that h m' in* u activities 

f^/^^ohing wheel L still had tS 

cultft;ated in old forms a new!' and had 

perceiving and measuring Ae ordfr Mathematics, 

discovered in new men diose nature, had 

ception of God had discover!^' ^“ahpes that the oer- 

not this unity be the unity of Predecessors. Might 

Worn him i dmfmt the bSl 

mg ,0 be heJn. Se?ley™mSh"“” 

thtm into patterns. When nillar^nf and built 

door Heber’s edition of Je?em^ ‘he 

of the box. SezlZ^^fint ®P^®ad 

tsermons, ’ he said “p ^“ley looked into it 

::R«d it," W i-d “e of lesu '-u 

Head it?” 

“Where your left thumb is.” 
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Sezley read^ kneeling on the floor: 

“ h . and whatsoever is good^ if it be a grace, it is an 
act of faith; if it be a reward, it is the fruit of faith. So that 
as ail the actions of m,an are but the productions of the 
soul, so are all the actions of the new man the effects of 
faith’ ... I say, shall I go on?” Then suddenly: **What 
about shelves? There aren’t any.” 



CHAPTER THREE 



Sf “1° , that lay about the fort 

Bailater went always, because confinement tormented him- 
Ferrard went “to get to know the country ” car^vinfl’ 
notebook furu^jly in his pocket and a minfoture cSs' 
m the palm of his hand; Jedwell went, none knew why^foi" 
he did not enjoy going. But Sezley, who enjoId^S 
thing, enjoyed this. If he was waW ahead 
remember that he must speak instantlf to Skrd foTfif 
rear; if he himself had fallen behind ^ 

Hie an „M 

he knew, or had known ^fSd., ‘^f^minunicate what 
hopefully but fos mind ’wandered WoTd^I’ 
in anecdotes; nothing for him was clear hi’ 

he would be seized bfa 


speak these hps 

emotion of them- and hp w wn voice yield again to the 
half-humorous, h’alf-crustv Httle more the 

quinine, that he^pp'etrS 

htt van attempts, but he T u abandoned 
of walking side by side had formed a habit 

^rms them perLpfas weE ^ 

J^sawthatsnowdropswereblotS^'^^^^^^^^^^ 
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they were planted in grass and seemed to be larger, more 
starlike, less timid flowers than at home; and an hour later, 
under a sky threatening one of the sho\¥ers of snow that 
were common in those early days of March, the grass 
seemed to be lighted from within and the white flowers to 
be ghostly shadows upon it. 

When the march was over and the group w^as breaking 
up in the courtyard, Jedwell cleared his throat and said: 
*'Where do you work, Alison?’' 

"Where I can, sir. There’s generally some room fairly 
empty, according to what people are doing—the smoking- 
room or the messroom or B Three, And the ramparts 
when I'm not making too elaborate notes. In a few weeks 
it won't be so cold out of doors." 

"Ever seen my room?" 

"No, sir." 

"Care to look? It's not much of a place. But it has a 
lock." 

They inspected it together. Its breadth was scarcely 
greater than that of its window; its length, containing the 
door and the bed, could be covered in four paces. A chair, 
a table, a trank, an iron washstand, and a row of pegs 
made up its furniture. On the table, in a silver frame em¬ 
bossed with the heads of Reynolds's angels, was an en¬ 
larged snapshot of two figures; an Indian girl looked back 
over her shoulder at Jedwell, who disregarded her. On the 
wall was pinned a great map of the Western Front. 

"I keep it up to date," Jedwell said. "I like to move 
the pins and wools according to the bulletins. But it isn't 
up to date," he added fretfully. "Not nearly. The names 
are so difficult. Once I get wTong, I never seem to get 
right again." He straddled the chair and set an empty pipe 
between his teeth. "Well, there's the room if it's of any 
use to you. It's not quiet. Nothing is. Ballater's making a 
garden patch outside the window; he talks about it; you 
might think it w^as Kew. And you'll hear Sezley’s voice 
through the partition. Makes me feel like the infant Samuel. 
But there it is. I use it only to sleep in." 

"But you'll want it in the evenings?" 
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No. I play picquet \vith Grove in the evenings Yr. 
can pay me rent if you like. Pay it in kind 1 

up to date for me. We that yot% ” 
at the map, uprooted a pin and allowed a bight of grf 
wool to drop over the bedrail. Suddenly in an ml 

yvering a question: at Lna,s 

done, you might stand her ud again An ^ 

Smoktog in hL; I never smok! where I Jei'™ ™ 

no! to Tto SdS'oT?,- ah“*7¥ ’’tPy >>' W 

into ceased ia concern whhS '“J 

f™mYe“4?is“S “srebto’d^^^^ °t ™“U“8 

the idea of his own book to vroti ^ dechne, he allowed 

was not impatient for the J ^ 

» itself bnf the sUbol « «» bin. an end 

cipiimng and Co-ordinating it The ’ 1 

uot appear as a prize Saf fhoh^^. work did 

anxiety but as the laboim 51£ mat hT ^ 

come and the end, being so far ^ 

of this world ^ ^ ^ seemed scarcely to be 



remoter past; but the talk h,!f U P^tdosophies of a 
account of ceWain mJs&li Sf ^ 7^ ^t)t to give an 

Posearehgioushistojr rJiSfotr^^ even less to com- 

all 
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understood with that of Aquinas,, and Vaughan's with 
Newton's. If this unity existed, what was its nature? Was 
it limited to men of genius? What was its significance i,n 
the lives of men and w^omen not knowingly of the con¬ 
templative sort? 

Pressing upon him, as though it were an external force 
and not the product of his own argument, was the thought 
that, though the conte,mpiative life was rare, the conte,m- 
plative desire was universal, being, in the spi,rit5 what the 
sexual desire is in the flesh, the prim,e mover of mankind. 
Contemplative stillness, he said, is but the name for a state 
of invulnerability, and to be imni,inerable is what all men 
desire. Even the desire for immortality, springing from fear 
of death and having its fni.it in the doctrine of the resur¬ 
rection, is less than the desire to be invulnerable, being 
part of it. The desire for i.mmortality can never be flawless; 
it is streaked with a longing for rest, for annihilation, or 
with Hamlet’s terror of immortal dreams. .But t.he desire 
to be invulnerable is flawless; it is consistent with man's 
longing for rest and with his eagerness for life—it is, in¬ 
deed, the only reconciler of them; and it implies a supre¬ 
macy even over drea,ms. 

Newton seeking a final order in external. Nature; the 
saints of the early Church, striving to identify themselves 
with God and to lose themselves in Him; the philosophers 
who, having no thought of resurrection, devoted their lives 
to the quest of absolute truth, the untouchable, the time¬ 
less thing—were not all these struggling by different paths 
towards one end, an ecstasy invulnerable because it is ''out 
of the senses"? Men of a different temper, he added, pursue 
the same quest in the senses—in the apprehension, of speed 
which, while it lasts, excludes the apprehension of time; 
in the arts, themselves sensual, from wdiich they that have 
the gifts of the spirit proceed to the core of the spirit; in 
love that builds its citadel in the midst of the city; in lust 
even—that bliss. of nakedness which, like a torch in the 
night, drives darkness back and, in the sa.me instant, blinds 
the beholder to all but itself. To enter by some means into 
a condition that excludes all but itself is every man’s pur- 
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pose. He will snatch at the promise of even a ehost nfth * 
condition; his pleasures, his loves on earth \is art 
phdosophy are valuable to him in proportion to the stren^b 
of that promise contained in them. & will lose the 
for love because in his heart he wishes to lose t£ 

He^e^a^l rtf’ «“tasy against h 

the gods are, to be invulnerable, to be still ’ ^ ^ 

peace, he saidrShi SrSf tL 

ne returned to the Plato before within it, and 

a.TS' !° 'ko*' 

he received from a Dutch laH invitation that 

ago in England was roSsed T. 
his work. Havins eSIeriet? burned from 

hghtnessofspirifwhfch k th/°“^^“®r ‘""lliant 

tation, he found pleasure everk'^thl^"°^°"S^'^ 

followedaday’slabW andwmtl^^ the weariness that 
ton', hearing Ae slow isnW h in his dormi- 

there and feeling tharLis own^ ^ho slept 

.. . P ulS own nre.«5pr..oA __.1 ^ 


ping and all the world’s clSi7u^^°^^itep- 
away, that he was indeed sheddlif ^.hnn had been wiped 
lAe the skin of a snake”!lSJ individuality— 

passages of delight wte Those 

Aat they were delusions Rctnf ^ by knowledge 

“Kt 
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Jedweli^s room or, if the wind dropped, under the elms, 
sheltered by a scoop of the ground, pausing to gaze up 
through their branches at the sky, aswirl with ribbons of 
cloud. Two ravens were building, he remembered; the 
sun armoured them in gold when they moved. Over the 
rookery, kestrel were active, and, though the grey-backed 
crows chased them continually, they returned again and 
again. Everywhere, in defiance of gusts of snow, life was 
being renewed. Primrose and daffodil were out, and the 
air at noon would be fresh and warm with a taste of flowers 
in it. 

On the opposite bank, he thought, staring into the 
darkness over his bed, larks will be singing; and it may be 
that by to-morrow morning the cattle will be in the fields. 
As he lay with a rough sheet dragged under his chin, 
imagining the long, gentle course of the succeeding day, 
the red and green wools and the shifting battle-fronts 
became entangled with the discourse of Timaeus, and, 
spent in thought, he sighed with the tranquillity of passion 
appeased, and, turning on his pillow, slept until morning. 

As April passed, and French's dispatches on Neuve 
Chapelle appeared in the papers from home, and kingcups 
came out on the island in the moat, Lewis began to go on 
to the ramparts later in the day. There was delight, not 
only in his study of Plato, but in emerging from it—a 
blessed knowledge that he might return when he would, 
and that, though books were left behind, their wisdom 
would accompany him and maintain a ghostly world about 
him, glowing in his spirit as the memory of a summer's 
day continues though darkness fall. Even material things 
were affected in his sight by this afterglow of meditation. 
They appeared now in a special calm, always at a little 
remove from himself; and when, in the evenings before 
dinner, he went out eager for company after many hours 
of silence, the earth seemed to be newly revealed to him, 
as it had been long ago when for the first time the Odyssey 
changed in his mind from words into music. 

The brown sail of a barge, whose hull was concealed 
by the deep canal-banks, would rise out of the meadows 

B2 
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and dwell long in the great landscape, seeming to K ' 
fallen asleep m anticipation of dusk* and ^ nave 

the gteing of Ihe sun, a train wearS lls S,r "! 
smoke drooped into the canals a£l vanished 
earth had sucked them down. From the winrt’ ^ 

™. tos, handterSawaSiZ; 

seemed, the same heads, the same « 

had forgotten this everlasting scene AllTS °y-.Time 
was endowed with wonder and grace as if whfr 

"HkSvhf^" emptfed f?om i? 

voice within him delight, a 

me!” And he held thifenraoS ed ^ ^ 
his heart, scarcely knowino- ? k in 

trembled or “11 „Sn® “ >>« l” 

him of it. A thick hedaprow world would rob 

separated the path oJXh^ho ' ifthat 
slope of the raLpart Jd ™rd 

mcreased in it that the great int-? ®P™g so abundantly 
where the Dutch garrison had tW^ hort! 

courts were being laid down clld ^^1 tennis 

the pahngs and die fohage ’and 

made his circuits, seeing how as he 

began to draw new and deeper ^®^°w 

shores and how with the lengthpn-^°'^^. 4 ^™“^ reeded 
^tended. The narrow paKf^^ the horizon 
basbons, was overlaid bv < 5 h^d^ “I embrace the 
encircled. Each avSg tW .IT m that it 

ShS" s.?„d S“b~g“.,leiJ 

F'soiS , 0 ^ Eg^iy “ iUs W and, 

civilian rf™K^^ ®ttcounter"wiUetr^^K ^®^ts 
tL ^ a professionni „ ett, who said that in 

the path, a coat of yelloS ^^^f tong man, would hold 
mg chest; and at his side with t)ver his bulg- 

SOSC f 1 ■» i. liead thrmxrr^ k« -T_ .. 11 ® 
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“Finished the history of the world?” Gestable wouid 

say, and lilett show his teeth in an amiable crin Or a 
young Harrovian, named Carroil-Bkir, with sbmrp creases 
in his grey flannel trousers and wrists like brittle twi^s 
woiiid draw Lewis into argiinient. They would walk ud 
and^down together in tiie circle of a bastion, and, others 
joining them, the argument would deepen and increase, 
Lewis with delight leading it and drawing the truth out 
Or his companions by challenge and prompting. Nothin^ 
stimulated him more than this testing of himself in them^, 
and men who were ordinarily timid of argument, falling 
carelessly into the group, stayed under the compulsioS 
01 interest, heid as by a stoiyy and, witiiout knowinp* it 
revealing themselves. ° 

One evening early in May, Ballater, coming up as he 
often did after watering Ms patch of garden, found Lewis 
alone. ^ He oegan to speak of^tlie agriculture of Holland, 
using it as an excuse to draw in a subject of which he was 
guilelessly fond—Ms uncle’s Wiltshire acres that he would 
inherit and certainly reorganise. From the Ballater acres 
his way was easy to his Angevin pedigree and his un- 
vaiyung success with women, who, it was implied, found 
an Angevin courtship irrpistible, Lewis gravely led Mm 
on until, at the peak of his gallant solemnities, perceiving 
a light in Lewis s^eye, he stopped, and nibbed his cheek, 
and pretended with disarming laughter that he had not 
expected to be believed. No one so easily as Lewis could 
persuade Ballater to laugh at himself and enjoy it, and to 
no one, in consequence, did Ballater reveal so much of 
what lay beneath his boasting—a passion for Nature, for 
land, for^the Jegend and spirit of the countryside, which 
induced in him a specialized love of Hardy and Words¬ 
worth ^and tempted him to water-colour painting desper- 
sincere. He could be more proud of his water-colours 
than of Ms pedigree; but the wmolliness of his trees smote 
mm, and often he abandoned his brush and sought an 
outlet in ^ the secret composition of descriptive essays, 
choked with the names of little-known grasses and flowers. 

One of these essays he now brought out of his pocket. 
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He invited Lewis, as a scholar, to criticize it. “Of course ’ 
he said, “I’m not a writer and all that, but I do know about 
curlews.” They sat down on the edge of the rampart, side 
by side. Lewis was careful to criticize nothing but the 
prose of the essay, leaving its sentiment unquestioned for 
natural history was Ballater’s religion; his knowledge of it 
was hedged about with prides and faith, and this writing 
was an oblation to his god. Life in the fort marvellously 
exposed the lovable and childlike secrets of men. "That is 
why Ballater bears so patiently with my freak of scholar¬ 
ship, Lewis thought. It must seem a mad waste of life to 
him. But he treats me always with the smiling respect 
appropriate in country squires towards the men of letters 
they have tamed. 


‘L^t time it rained,” Ballater said, when the essay had 
been folded and put away, “there were no leaves on the 
trees.” He looked up at a cloudless sky, thinking, perhaps 
of his garden. “It will be good to hear the raindrops 
pattering on leaves when it does come. Sounds like sum¬ 
mer. But, as the evenings become lighter,” he added 
tumng away from Lewis and kicking his heels into the 
tiirf, It Will, be harder to escape.” 

^^Are you planning an escape?” 

me'T But it worries 

me. I ought to, I suppose. Everyone is. They sit about in 

S dfe ^ it would 

n f iT barbed wire. That’s where 

wily-giving us short leave on Se 

yw ^eTsick o?thS°“?°Tr“°®^ ®^tmts. Aren’t 

you ever sick ot this place.? If it weren’t for short leave now 

mad*^“’whvT i'itds, I’d go 

” ■ why don t you ever take leave.?” ^ 

your g^lS°the Ha^J:>>^' 

been va^e'^ramours^Tit-^^^^u ,P^’^°i^there have 

in Hollmd You conlH ^ where we liked 

miana. you could do your history even better then.” 
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But life in any other part of Hollan^d, with liberty to 
come and go and choose one'^s own conditions, would"not 
have the mtactness of this life. Here nothing moved but 
thought. In this place,” Lewis said, “we eat what we are 
given; we^ sleep where we are told to sleep. There's no 
question: Shall I go to the Hebrides to-morrow? Won't 
it be damnably selfish if I do this or that?' Wt can't go to 
the Hebrides or anpvhere else—that’s final. There are 
no obligations,^ no ties. Money has ceased to exist—and 
time. We are living on earth but we're as independent as 
ghosts.” 

First rate, said Ballater, “if the life of a ghost satisfies 
you. But I want to ride. I want more people—different 
people. I want women, too—oh, not simply for the obvious 
reason. It amuses me to see them and talk to them. Don't 
you want that?” 

They sat for a little while without speaking, at ease in 
their own thought. The evening train appeared; the clatter 
of it came to them across the moat and died away in the 
distance. 

Can you still hear it?” Ballater said, long after it was 
gone. He rose and stretched himself. “\¥e'd better go 
down. They'll be clearing the ramparts soon. I hate being 
herded off by some damned corporal.” 

They had begun to walk on together when they saw 
advancing towards them the figure of the Commandant— 
a strange figure, tightly encased in a dark cavalry uniform, 
high and square at the shoulders, clipped at the waist. 
The head was carried at an upward tilt, like the head of a 
dog walking on its hind-legs; the breeches had the bulge 
of leg o' mutton sleeves in the 'eighties; the shanks were 
covered by patent-leather hessians that ran to sharp 
points at the toes and picked their way through an im¬ 
aginary mud. The hands were gloved, and a tasselled 
switch hung by a loop from an extended wrist. 

“At any moment,” said Ballater, “the figure may dance.” 

^As he approached, the Commandant threw up both 
Ms ^ hands in an exaggerated gesture of recognition and 
delight. 
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“Ah!” he said, bestriding the path and showing his 
teeth in a wide, pink smile. “I have good news!” ^ 
Their thought was instantly of the war, though thev 
could not understand why the Commandant should have 
come^ out on the ramprrts to give them news of it. 
“News? What is it, sir?” Lewis asked. 

“Shall I tell you?” the Commandant exclaimed 
warned by their curiosity. “Or shall I keep it a secret? 
knday morning will, perhaps, be soon enough. Will vou 
do me the honour to take luncheon with me on Fridav? 
Md you also Mr. Ballater? You also have an eye fw 
iadire, I am told. .. . Ah yes, little rumours creep up from 
Ae Hague of how when Mr. Ballater goes on leave-bm 
BaTlaS conqueror on this occasion, Mr. 

Lewis said: “Have you yourself made a conquest, sir?” 

fr. smiled his youngest smile and 

touched his grey hair. “Alas, I am old Is you see-but 

that—well, we shall see, we shall see ’’ 
Then, leamng forward, he laid a forefinger along the sMe 

hd& »' 

I w2 

pleasure. “No. Not the extreme 

On= „„„ hi.. A 

very ancient, noble family R,w fk ^ belongs to a 

guess. How could you? /never 

niyself. I will tell tou ” “^\“cd of such a thing 

Tii.g Lewis 

receive flie Bare, and the Baro.es^vi, L^dlliSridS 
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Leyden van Enkendael, you understand. They happen 
to be sleeping on Thursday at Utrecht. They will arrive 
Friday at 12.50. And why are they coming you ask? To 
visit our fortifications?—no. To "visit me?—och!” He 
threw out his hands. “It is to visit Mr. Alison they come.” 

Ballater, who never blushed to say those things that 
earned for him more leave than was given to any other 
officer in the fort^ said: “But they would scarcely be 
coming, would they, sir, if anyone but yourself were com¬ 
manding the fort?” " " , 

‘^You think sor” the Commandant replied thoughtfully. 
“Mell, I did know Leyden a little when I was a young 
man. It is true that in our army all the officers are not of 
the nobility. However....” He dapped his hands together. 
“So that is arranged? Our little luncheon party? There will 
be one lady only—Mevrouw van Leyden herself. Your friend 
is a sly dog, Mr. Ballater. Even now he does not tell us 
how he came to know the van Leydens. And I hear—^un¬ 
officially, of course—that he refused an invitation to Enken- 
daal.^ The Minister inquired whether I had refused him 
leave and if so-” 

“The explanation's simple enough, sir. I don’t really 
know the van Leydens at all. But the Baroness’s first hus¬ 
band was an Englishman.” 

“I remember. A relative of the Marquess of Harbury?” 

“He was a writer,” Lewis continued. “My father pub¬ 
lished his books. Our home happens to be on the outskirts 
of Harbury Park. That’s all. I knew the Baroness as Mrs. 
Quillan.” 

“And her beautiful English daughter no doubt?” 

“She was a child.” 

“But even now, Mr. Ballater, you notice your friend 
does not tell us why he refused an invitation to Enkendaal.” 

“I was settled here, sir.” 

The Commandant smiled knowingly. “Shy? But they 
are very simple people,” he .said, adding with a glint of 
malice: “Indeed, Mevrouw van Leyden has no reason to 


^ Enkendaal. The modem, ofBcia! spelling is used in the place* 
name, but the old Dutch, Enkendael, is retained in the family’s title. 
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be otherwise. She was born a Hoek. You know the story 
Mr. Ballater? She was governess at Enkendaal twenty-five 
years ago; beautiful but of no family. Then she married the 
Englishman, Quillan. Leyden never lost touch with '-jr 
He used to visit at Lord Harbury’s whenever he went to 
England—calling at the house of Mr. Quillan, you may be 
sure.” He chuckled and stroked his cheek. “And when 
Leyden became a widower, it wasn’t long before the lady 
was back in Enkendaal.... But they are charming. Charm¬ 
ing. Y'e should not have refused, Mr. Ballater, I rhiny p 
To stay in the country with beautiful ladies.? Better than 
the fort, met waarT' 

“Who are these people.?” Ballater asked, when the Com¬ 
mandant had returned to his own quarters, waving his 
hand like a schoolgirl in high spirits. “Why are they com¬ 
ing herer ^ 

“Just in kindness,” Lewis answered. “To visit prisoners 

and captives.” 

Ballater smiled. “And the girl-the daughter—what’s 

tier namer 


“Julie Quillan. Grafin von Narwitz, now.” 

Did you know her well?” 

“Yes, once. I was ten years older than she. An unofficial 
Sty bemtfful?”^ Holland.” 

^hen her father was dying, 
le sonie odd way 

do you think.?” 

flnri Commandant said van Levden 

C hW' » Pnisian office 

*^Sise was.” 


“Anyhow,” Ballater said, “it ought to be 


an amusing 
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party. The Commandant flourishieg his nobility,.,. Yo’dll 
have to give your Plato a rest on Friday afternoon,.” 

T.he first dinner-bell was ringing and officers were mov¬ 
ing across the courtyard on their way to the messroom. 

‘'Look/' Bailater exckimedj ‘‘Ferrard and Gestable 
prospecting again.” 

‘‘Prospecting? For what?” 

“Escape, . . . D'you think theyli ever do it?” he added 
to Herriot, who had come up at Lewis's side. Herriot threw 
a glance over his shoulder at Ferrard. 

“No,” he said. “They're non-starters. They talk too 
much. This escaping bus,iness is becoming a disease with 
some people,” he went on, taking Lewis's arm as they 
moved off towards the m,essroom. 

“All the same,” Bailater put in, “I suppose it is our job 
to get out if we can.” 

Herriot turned on him with a sneer. “I dare say it is 
for those that haven't a mind of their own. But I scheme 
to get out because I personally want to get out— not be¬ 
cause my country needs me. Flying happens to be my job 
and I can't do it here. But if my job were to study Plato, 
Fd study Plato and be thankful. These boys intent on be¬ 
ing heroes with wire-cutters sent out to them in cakes— 
it's all cant, though they don't know it. There are only 
two ways out of this place, anyhow, and they'll never use 
either of them.” 

“What are the two ways?” Bailater asked. 

“One is to bribe the whole guard on the bridge. You 
need money for that—more than Fve got. There's one 
other way.” 

“Do you know" it?” 

“I do; but Fm not ready.” Suddenly, with a pressure 
of his arm, Herriot drew Lewis out of the little stream of 
men wandering in to dine. “Look here, Alison,” he said. 
“After the war, let’s meet. I may be through with dying 
then.” He put his foot on a wooden bench that stood out¬ 
side the messroom, and smoothed out a piece of paper 
on his knee. “I shall get out, and I'll tell you how. Read 
that.” 
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_ In the fading light, Lewis saw that the paper put into 
his hands w'as the printed form, issued in the Com¬ 
mandant’s office, that each Englishman was required to 
sign before taking short-leave on parole. 

WiERICKERSCHANS 

Bij Bodegraven 

In consideration of my being permitted to go from 

Wierickerschans on leave to .from 8.0 a.m. on 

.until midnight on. I...... 

promise on my word as an officer that during that time I 
will not escape, and I will not prepare a future escape or 
assist others to escape. ^ 

Signed. 

Date. 


^^Weil, ^ Lewis said, ’how does that help you?” 

-k' Herriot answered quietly, “omitting 

the first not.’ I have a facsimile, all but the one word 
coming from England—same paper, same print. When it 
comes, I put m for a week-end in the Hague. When the 
day comes, up I go to the Commandant’s office; he gives 
me one of his own forms to sign; I pick up a pek and Isk 

window, 

1 pocket his form and sign my own. T hope you have a 
tme m U,e Hap. Mr/Herriot.’ •Th'S.fpu 1“ 

i°fl I "! sMt to Rottirdam. I 

miss me.” 

“ you back.” 

?“y;°r X wirsh®’““ °P>“'glad 

It"? s 111'HXfyHF? r 
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The beli was ringing again and they went into the mess- 
room together. After dinner, the poker players settled to 
their game. The chink of beans in their saucer was answered 
by the swirl, the rattle, the drop of a roulette ball. Outside 
the messroom, Lewis found men walking up and down 
in pairs, betvveen the buildings and the barbed wire. The 
name of the Lusitania recurred again and again, but some¬ 
times they were silent as they passed, guarding, he thought, 
a secret of escape. Sometimes it was of swimming they 
spoke, or of the hard tennis courts that the Government 
had laid down; often of women, of theatres in London, of 
good wine, good food. Jerram, who might be seen each 
morning, seated at a desk, preparing himself to become 
an actuary, walked under the arc-lights, discoursing in a 
raven’s voice of the philosophy of mathematics. And the 
arc-lights, shedding their glare on the barbed wire and the 
silver gravel and the burdock at the water’s edge, drawing 
an intense blackness out of the little branch-canal that 
separated the living-quarters from the great mass of the 
ramparts, awakening in the ramparts themselves a harsh 
green sliced by metallic shadows, blotted out the sky and 
enclosed all life within the compass of a stage whereon 
these figures went to and fro continually in a wheeling 
pattern of flash and gloom. 

Lewis, having taken his fill of the night air, went on to 
his dormitory. Here, so early in the evening, he could 
generally be alone. To-night Lapham and Shordey and 
Willett, seated on tranks round an upturned sugar-box, 
were playing a game of their own that they called poor 
man’s poker. When he was undressed, their game broke 
up. They gathered round his bed, on which he had propped 
himself—a book across his knees. 

“Look here, Alison,” Willett said, “I don’t want to 
interrupt you, but there’s something we should like to have 
your opinion about. The point is this. Ferrard and Gestable 
and I planned an escape together. Bribery was part of it; 
it meant money; I’ve tried to raise my share. Well, Fm a 
kind of showman in private life—strong man and so forth 
—and I’m poor; I have to send money home; I can’t raise 
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my share of the bribe and the outside expenses of a car t-n 
Rotterdam and all that.” ° 

. Shordey and me,” Lapham put 

m._ vVe and Willett rows in the same boat. That’s how 

it is. And we thought that if you, Alison-” 

“Let me,” said Willett. “The point is that if a dozen 
and more run a scheme it won’t cost more than for one or 
two. Divided up, it’ll come cheap. There are lots of poor 
men m the fort. Alone they can’t do much, but bring them 
together and it might be a damned fine show.” 

‘T see,” Lewis answered. 

r ^ .tunnel,” Willett continued. “It would 

take the hell of a time and there are all sorts of difficulties 

^ ts keeping the people 

together, ’iou know how everyone goes his own Lyil 

7? "’^• 11 ^ democracy. Lapham and 

Shordey and I will do the dog-work. What we want you 

17° ' the brains behind the thing. You giveS 
orders We’ll see they’re carried out.” ^ 

I he long an’ the short of it is,” said Lapham “that 
the scheme w^te officering. Me an’ Shordey £id Willett’J 

^ But why rue? Lewis asked. 

stonts!’’TO?mpM “ any of ffie private 

-J ^ • ‘^^Pneu. And it was you who hit on thp 

^^trard’s scheme the least chance of 
liBW ?„ »y rft"’ “ y™ "on't 

“Why should they?” 

'1»« Sprig's Sf“f too. Tho 

:y. T^“51*™; »^ead- 

they’re sick of th?mseNS‘.” °f And 


I' 
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Lewis glanced at the book lying open on Ms bed; the 
point of his finger was still marking the line at which he 
had ceased to read. Then he looked up into Willett’s eager 
face—a blunt-featured, honest, attractive face with eyes 
slow but bright, hair thinning at the temples, and a mouth 
good-humoured and firm. I shall be in the thick of it, 
Lewis thought. 

Willett sat down on a chair beside the bed. “I donk 
pretend to be anything of a scholar,” he began, 'Tut I 
respect other people’s jobs— if they’re genuine. I don’t 
understand what you’re driving at, Alison—I mean the 
way you live here—but Fii lay what you’re doing’s worth 
doing. I don’t want to hedge you into running this poor 
man’s scheme. Some of the people in this place are just 
shirkers—too damned lazy to stir hand or foot. If we want 
them to dig, well rope ’em in. They won’t stand up 
against public opinion. Theyll come and be heroes be¬ 
cause that way’s easier—you see if they won’t. But if you 
feel that your job’s to stand clear—well, that’s that. But 
I’ll say this: until we actually get out, the thing oughtn’t 
to trouble you much. We shan’t be able to dig for more 
than a few hours a day—perhaps only for a few hours a 
week. You’ll have time for your own work, too.” 

"It’s not a question of time,” Lewis said. 

"What then?” 

"It’s a question of how your mind runs—clear, or 
silted up with other things. There are some jobs that can’t 
be done with half your mind—starting and stopping, like 
a bus-horse.” 

"I see. . . . Then you’d rather w’e hadn’t asked you?” 

"Yes,” Lewis answered. "I wish to God you hadn’t. 
But since you have, I’ll do it—if in the end it’s necessary. 
But it’s up to you to sound other people. You’ve got to get 
the team together. They may not want it—or may not 
want me.” 

“Give us a fortnight or three -weeks,” Willett said. 
"There are some useful people on leave. We’l have to 
wait until they come back. Then we’ll ask you again. It 
may come to nothing.” 
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“Very well,” Lewis replied, picking up his book. 

In his thought of the van Leydens, in Herriot’s plan 
of escape, in this scheme of Willett’s, the world had 
approached Lewis through the swerving of his own mind- 
but it receded again. To-morrow he would be undis¬ 
turbed. To-morrow and for many to-morrows he might 
be at peace. “It may come to nothing,” Willett had said 
and he forgot Willett and the Commandant’s luncheon 
party; he shut them away from him. Outside, the wind 
was rising. When at last the groups in the messroom 
broice up and flooded the dormitory with talk of Atlantic 
transport and Jerram’s straight flush to a knave, he thought 
of the canals ruffled in the darkness and of the sentnes 
on the ramparts bending their heads to the wind. If the 
bree^e^increased, the barbed wire would sing with it 
During the night he heard often the twang of wire on 
the stakes, heard it until its shrill vibration and the slow 
lash ot the risen wind became an unperceived accom¬ 
paniment to silence. On a little table at his bedside he had 
built, as was his custom, a shelter of books for his candle 

so that the light disturbed none of the sleepers but fell on 
his book and hands. ^ icu on 

The storm ran its course and died away. Now and then 
the regular breathing of the dormitory was broken by the 

T?n cry of a drLm 

wav ShS rounds, standing in the door- 

shouldeiofth^'^i^”'^’ ^cad and 

“Surprise, for Lewis’s night- 

children stare ft a 
them, they know not why. Some- 

wS o^n aS^th^^^ reading, though Iris book 

fringe L SS p^e, or to in- 

by a curioaity a„o„g„ "l„“c“noe!®rd SZ 
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third visit, when the morning 

mist to the edges^of the blindl, he found the ciindle on-" 

f.nffilf/ one 

hand fallen from the coverlet and tiie r.tnf- j 

his head. 


Iignt was clingina* like 


tkicr curieu above 


CHAPTER FOUR 

iambeX’'Sater wl^ajlig a^d L ^ 

gether into the Comman(kn^« ^ Lewis went to- 
Leydens had already been takel the van 

moment of the year.^Hot da^^^H ^ ® best 

than April. Mudi better than 

independence of mind Thono-fi {» ’ i j ^ ^ pastoral 

politics and the war%Iey 

thought. Like a peasant likeTcbild K^ hts 

values with a stubborn and lovable innn ^ P^^semd his own 
who smoothed away the awkwai-^i ™°^®tice. And it was he 
Jit for after lanTht^tpSe'/^^^^^ 
the Commandant to be their host K Lewis nor 

fort as if it were his country W? 
pnde of ownership, telliS tSm „fv Tt- ^'^"^^istible 
pW-en oriole in the orch^ifH Ashing, his jay, his 

he had done in his garden *be work 

«ed warbler merrilf sinSn^P S’ and, when he heard a 
their attention to it Is if irw^ fbe water, wavinv 

^lat he had summoned for the^DleS^°^^?i?-^ orchestra 
Baroness, after a mlH k • of his ofuests Thf^ 

Mater Vsl'e tard'’SX”U?-^ 
Charming friend you have Lei? “What a 

to stay With us. Or if vm,’ You must bring him 

«me^pne.>’Andv;nl!llefdS^^^^ then he^must 

»»ld spti te “5““,“ Le™ 


to see it it u^ w ■ “^^^Enkendaal ‘^YnTr^ 
P^tmission. CommSS?S?’J^^iyi^^-°n. He Z'Zl 
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of permission to visit tl’e Cast’e 

F j Commandant replied. Tre wo-ds 

Enkendaal and Kasteel fascinated him:¥e conid no m^e 


could prevent 


keep them out of his conversation than he 

his corseted body from inclirdns a little whenever the 
addressed him. “But .Mr. .41 islr! ” he 
to take leave.” ’ 

Och! said the Baron. “How is that'- TuS.'e savs vnn 
taught her when she was a child. I wish vL’d t^ch he^ 
apn She needs discipline, heaven knows! . But 
Aough I m not a scholar, I know their ways. Mv'unde 
Dirk would never leave his books unless i suited him 
Invite yourself when you please.” 

_ The idea of having a pupil, a mind that he might 
impregnate, filled Lewis with excitement. Into his co7 
versation with the Baroness this excitement entered. He 

pleased her more than he had done 
btherto; but he was thinking that, in the days when he 
had pne to Natton Lodge to teach Julie, Mrs. Quillan 
had appeared to be heavy and dull, with the beauty of a 

fnf t>. its long'stem, 

“ bfhVdLttaV'* ™ -“"i 

to-day? the Cor^andant ventured, hoping that this 
c^phment would recommend him to Julif’s mother. 
No, no, of course, he added hastily, seeing a shadow 
pass across the Baroness’s face. “It wmuld be (ifficult 
I understand. 

No,” said the Baroness, with sharpness in her tone. 
Then, turning to Lewis: “She wished to come. She 
wanted,-she said, to see her schoolmaster in his cage.” 

At this the Commandant laughed heartily, wrinkling his 
bps under his clipped, white moustache, pressing his gloved 
hands to lus waist and throwing back his head. TheBaroness 
stared at him coolly for a moment; then turned away. 

It was understood before the van Leydens went that 
Ballater was to visit them early in June. Meanwhile, the 



said'lo iS"rfUs**^'r<j2iTndTewi^ '''®« 

»»p«.poned; then cased to think of rSfo,*”” 

."tempted, Balia,er ™„^Lrf ttot?!t?"‘ ™ 

raishes; Jedwell didn’t believe that tu j sowing 
Allies near La Bassee ronW K “ * a<^vance of the 
lm«edac„v=rs.ti„„ „u Se D.n“^^^ Lowia coa! 

. tag,o„,anrSS Ht2?“H- ■ e 

n- I m going on leave to-mormw ” 
hen that the wine in their glSS^hTn tt7'^ understood 
^gnificance; it was the last fhev wonM ^ 

Hernot would not return fromTS^ w^"^"^ for 

sad, as though this were an old frientt^^^®’ 
day became suddenly memorable The 

bad over it, remembiSgTow fen . ¥ “ind 

pair of field-glasses with which to a 

Jh77 on the farther sTde^f movements 

? jle he stood with the glasses how, 

had assembled behind hfiT eL ^ group 

nanons of Fisher and Schill Tfi ' 
vus^deeply fringed with yellow iris^M edge of the moat 
app^e blossom was coming ouT ’ “ ^he sun, and 

«e?ftSf3:rp'lJj3». >V. Which 

'«iked with HeSi^t in h, e “"gf^ation while iS 

~ sssis ?*;'>■“' sssi 

gS9;s;ii«s= 

‘''^‘ontional vagueSS. next 
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Never before had he been so strongly aware that in 
each instant of their lives men die to that instant. It is not 
time that passes away from them but tliev who recede 
from the constancy, the immutability of‘time, so that 
when afterwards they look back upon themselves it is not 
themse ves they see, not even—as it is customaiw to sav— 
themselves as they formerly were, but strange ghosts made 
in Aeir image, with whom they have no cominunication. 

He heard Herriot saying: “D’you know, Alison, this 
ache of mine to fly—I lose trust in it sometimes, just as 
you lose trust in your own job. Often one flies just for the 
excitement of speed and power, but that’s nothing. Any 
fool of a passenger gets it-it’s little more than a physical 
thrill. I want to fly for the sake of the flash of seeing that 
comes now and then—almost as if one died bodily and 
escaped from oneself, and saw out on the other side. But 
I can t tell you what it is I see. I can’t even remember it 
myself. It will be the same with you. Some day the kind of 
exaltation you told me of, that comes to you after days 
and days of thought, wiU suddenly become more than it 
has ever been before and you will see. Then you’ll come 
back, just as I come back to earth, and you won’t be able 
to tell what you’ve seen—or remember it. But the thing 
you can t describe and can’t remember will be the w^hoie 
of Me to you. Sometimes you’ll call it God, and sometimes 
you 11 feel that it s nothingness and that you’ve given up 
your life to nothingness.... And in what way you’ll reach 
It, I don’t know. Maybe through solitude. I doubt it. I 
believe you’ll find what you’re looking for in the world 
not in wkhdrawing from it. Work, women, responsibility 
i’ bave to accept them and go through with them.” 

If you’re right,” Lewis said, “after all this—and after 
I’ve learned from this—I shall have to start again.” 

They walked in silence beyond the courtyard, down the 
length of the buildings. The windows of the messroom 
threw patches of yellow light on to the small brick of the 
path, drawing a plum-like bloom out of its redness. “We’d 
better put in an appearance,” Lewis said. “The Dutch 
will think you’re conspiring.” They entered the room and 
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stood, propped by the wall, at a little distance from the 
roulette players. 

'Tt's odd/’ Herriot said, shaking dead pipe-ash into his 
hand, **ho\v our heavens seem to differ and yet are alike. 
I reach mine, as much of it as I shall ever reach, by going 
in a machine up into the air. But Fm a little man. You 
may become what I can never be—the invulnerable man 
passed beyond harm. I can never be that. But our ideas 
come out of the same basket—or seem to to-night. Perhaps 
they won’t again.” 

Half an hour later the roulette cloth was rolled up and 
they went to their dormitories amid a little group talking 

of systems. ° 


In the morning Herriot went on leave and did not re¬ 
appear. The arguments provoked by his escape soon died, 
but the community was affected. Already, by grants of 
short leave, the character of internment had been changed; 
now restlessness increased; perhaps, it was said, perma¬ 
nent parole would be given. Preparations for tunnel¬ 
digging were continued by those who had no desire for 
parole or desiring it, were without faith in diplomats; and 
Ballater, haying flattered the Commandant into taking a 
benevolent interest in gardens, proudly imported a spade. 
Kampart and messroom and dormitory were eager with 
ramour from the Hague. The fort had ceased to include 
the lives of its inhabitants. 

to Enkendaal, Ballater returned to the 

alradv disappointment, Lewis was 

already asleep, and he was forced to turn in with his 

oiteShTth?'^' “toming he fared no better. He 

Pfrrard breakfast, discussing with 

k 1 ^“oymgly stubborn and would not 

S i^d wST properly be cooked in 

milk and when he had despaired of Ferrard, he found 

h already maccessible in Jedwell’s room He 

om oSwuft Silem planting 

puIIonIvafew-^h,?K^'tk^^ radishes, intending to 
pmi only a few, but, he thought, if I pull them all at once 
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there 11 be enough to go round the mess. This would win 
fame for his garden, and the prospect of it was his con- 
soiation in an unprofitable hunt for a mole. 

Pretty good crop of radishes, sir/^ he cried as Jedwell 

passed. 

Ah, Ballater, still at your garden/’ was the reply, given 
without a turning of the head. 

Perhaps Jedwell had not heard. Ballater stared at the 
back of the little man’s skull and at his ribbed neck. But 
he 11 be glad enough to eat them., he thought, returning 
to his quest of the mole. 

His afternoon was more fortunate. For once, he had no 
need to persuade Lewis to be idle. Lewis himself suggested 
that they should play tennis, and, when tennis was done, 
they fetched towels from the dormitory and went down 
to the landing-stage on the edge of the western ramparts. 
They swam and lay in the sun and swam .again. '‘Hot!” 
Ballater said. 

He was waiting, had long been waiting, to be asked his 
news of Enkendaal, but Lewis appeared to have forgotten 
that he had been there. 

“You seem to be t.aki.ng a day off,” Ballater said. “Are 
you working to-night instead.?”' 

“Not to-night.” 

“What’s wrong? Are you stuck in the book?” 

Lewis stretched his bare arms across the grass. “No. I 
read pretty steadily this morning. But this place has 
changed. And Fve got the tunnel on my mind. Where to 
begin. How to begin. How to get through the fioor^— 
there’s concrete, you know, under the wood.” 

“Oh,/o hell with the tunnel,” Ballater answered. “Too 
much like work on a day like this. I’m warm and dry 
already.... And,anyhow, I believe we shall be given parole 
before the tunnel’s through. If we’re not, and the tunnel’s 
discovered or fails in some way, it will give the German 
Legation an excuse to have parole washed out and leave 
stopped. This place isn’t so bad if you can get leave now 
and then. But I don’t want to spend another winter here. 
The tunnel’s more risk than it’s worth.” 
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“But you’re in on it?” 

“Of course I am. You can’t say No to a thing like that 
You came in on it yourself. I did because you did. Run 
by Willett and Shordey and Lapham, it would have been 
hopeless. Now at least there’s a sporting chance, though it 
is a devilish poor chance, if you ask me. Don’t you agree?” 
“About one to a hundred.” 

“Then we’re wasting our time?” 

“As long as we don’t realize it too acutely, I suppose it 
doesn’t matter. But I should like Willett’s ‘poor men’ to 
have a run for their money.” 

Ballater turned over on his face and threw his towel 
aside. 

“When we do get permanent parole,” he said, “if we 
CTer do, the place I should like to live in is Enkendaal 
They were talking about it at dinner. The Baron said! 
Should we like to hve in Enkendaal? I thought at first he 
meant m the Castle. But he meant on the estate. They 
own the wllage and all the land for miles round. SucY 
country! Heath and pine. We went up to a place where 
wu can look out between two woods right across to the 
German frontier. The Baron said if I wanted country and 
you wanted books we couldn’t do better in Holland He’d 
give you the run of his library.” 

“Did you see the library?” 

“Yffi. We went up there, into the tower.” 

What kind of library is it?” 

“Enormous. Great thick walls and_” 

kind of books? 

j L • * • * was wriggling across the ^rass to- 

w r?* 

"You’d like tie pkc“’ ^ S 

.. fc foot? ZcT n 

admired them, and Juhe gave_” ‘ ^ 

Juhe?” said Lewis. 

Ballater smiled. “Well T rtnn’i- ^ ii i, i . 
face vet In fart T >* ii ^ 
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in the least Nanvitz. . . . Anyhow, she made me wear a 
sprig of lilac in my button-hole at dinner—took awav mv 
carnation and put the lilac in. There was a man 'therh 
called ^ex \an Arkel; they call him Aeuecheek behind 
his back; he furious about the lilac, because she hadn’t 
an}' or him. I don t like that man. He wears a bracelet. 
ro-German probably. And when he wants to annoy 
k pr^f^^nds that she rnust be pro-German too. Yoii 
sfioiild see the colour come into her cheeks,’^ 

I liked the Baron,” Letvis said. “It’s odd; I can va<ruelv 
remember now having met him at the Quilkns’ years-ago, 
but until he came to the fort I’d forgotten that I had ever 
seen him._ Did you talk much to him?” 

f chiefly. And agriculture of course. He was 

frightfully interested when he found I really knew some¬ 
thing about It. .. But you can talk to Julie about anything. 
Except, I think, it s better to keep off the war. She’s on 
e ge about that. Not that she lets most people see it, but 
1 saw It. I can often see what’s going on in a girl’s mind. 
And 1 tlunk I was rather a relief to her because I’m 
English. I wish I could do something to help her. I be¬ 
lieve I could if I were living there.” 

“Help her?” ^ 

Well... in the Castle . . . everyone round her Dutch. 

And every Dutchman who comes there-” Ballater 

pressed the stub of his cigarette into the earth. “I don’t 
blame them, poor fools. She’s beautiful enough to make 

you want to cry. Do you know, once when she and I-” 

Lewis had risen to his feet. “I’m going to swim again,” 
he said. They walked down to the br ink of the water to- 
^th^, and Ballater put a watch into Lewis’s hand, savin'^ 
be was going to sprint across the moat. * 

“I used, to be fast at Dartmouth. You might time me. 

I don t think I’ve lost much of my speed.” 

In sixty-two seconds he touched the farther bank and 
began to return leisurely, pausing to lift a long white arm 
out of the water and to shout: “How long?” Being told, he 
disappeped with a splutter of satisfaction and came'up 
again with a great threshing of arms and legs. As he swam, 
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the water ran out in a twisting spiral of gold and steel and 
foam. Beyond him the countryside was red with sorrel 
and yellow with buttercups. 

He stopped swimming and for a moment lay extended 
on his face, his hands dividing the calm surface before 
him, his body rippling through a little cloak of bubbles. 
And Lewis remembered how he had said: ''She’s beautiful 
enough to make you want to cry,”—an unexpected saying 
in Ballater, who now threw his shoulders out of the water 
and began to turn somersaults with a ridiculous grace, 
emerging at last breathless and in grinning expectation 
of applause. Lewis was trying to imagine her, but he saw 
at first only the shadowy figure of a child known in the 
past; then, suddenly, he saw her cheek as he had seen it 
when Ballater spoke of the colour rising in it. He could 
not imagine her face, but her cheek he saw and the swift 
flow of colour and the flash of the eyes, though the eyes 
themselves w’ere unimagined. He laughed at Ballater and 
dived into the w^ater after him. 

They swam down the canal and across to the farther 
bank, visiting the reed warbler’s nest. "One egg,” said 
Ballater. “Now I’ll race you to the boom;” and at the 
end of the race they lay on the water, exhausted, silent, 
while birds hung and arrowed in the air above them. 
Inaudible waves lapped at their temples and slid over 
their ankles and wrists. Without speaking they swam back 
and stretched themselves out again on the hot boards of 
the landing stage. 

It was resolved that the mouth of the tunnel should be 
under Lewis’s bed. A large boring should be carried across 
the room, and the earth from it packed handful by handful 
IE the nine-inch space between wooden floor and concrete 
foundation. Under the path, under the rampart and its 
barbed^ wire, a narrow tunnel should then be pushed 
lOPA ara to the inner edge of the moat. The broader shaft 
m ouiO bepme a receptacle for earth from the narrower; 
me need tor close, laborious packing would cease, and the 
narrow shaft, once begun, make swift progress. One night, 
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perhaps in early autunin, twenty-six men would assemble 
at the moat^s brim beneath an nnsiispecting sentry. They 
would launch off into the water together. The sentiy^ in 
an embarrassment of targets, would miss his aim. At 
worst, twenty-four would clamber up the farther bank. 
Three might get to Rotterdam; two, it was hoped, to 
England. 

To turn back a flap of linoleum. a,nd hi,nge a trap-door 
in the floor-boarding was easy enough. But how was the 
concrete to be broken? Lewis re!iie,mbered that Willett 
was by p,rofession a strong man and that the Commandant 
was of genial disposition. 

*T can’t get exercise, sir, not the right kind of exercise,’^ 
Willett said. Exposing his muscles, he made it dear that 
they were deteriorating; his livelihood was slipping from 
him; when the war was done, his wife and children miist 
starve. “Ja, ja,” said the Commandant, ^T will see what 
I can think of,’* but Lewis had already decided that what 
Willett needed was a hea\w crowLar from, the garrison 
store. This was obtained. Willett exercised himself with 
it conspicuously; the garrison, passing through the court¬ 
yard, were confirmed i,n their opinion that the English 
were mad; the Commandant, when he had guests, brought 
them to the window of his quarters to observe Willett’s 
behaviour. They were well entertained by it. 

Meanwhile two clubs were orga,nized. The .Photography 
Club, under Ballater’s control, obtained permission to im¬ 
port oxygen, in which the Commandant saw no evil. The 
Boxing Club, advertised on the messroom notice-board, 
invited the Com,mandant to be its Honorary President, and 
he knew at once how wrong he had been in supposing that 
the Englishmen disliked or laughed at him. '‘There is no 
greater honour,” he said in a little speech after dinner, 
‘Than to be invited by your countiymen to share in their 
sport”; and for the first meeting of the Boxing Club, held 
in B Three dormitory wLen dinner was over, he put on 
his smartest uniform. Never since his coming to the fort 
had he enjoyed himself so much. The bo.xing itself was 
tedious, but he applauded with all his heart. To accept a 

c 




THE FOUNTAIN 


I 


54 

few drints, to refuse many more with a wag of his finger 
and a shake of his head, to unbend in a manner befitting 
a gentleman who knew how to preserve his dignity and 
yet be a “sport”—what could be more delightful? “To¬ 
night we are all sports together, isn’t?” 

‘'Yes, sir,” said Ferrard, lifting his glass and his eye¬ 
brow's, “all sports together! Vive les Pays-BasP' 

''Vive les Pays-Basr cried twenty-six Englishmen in 
chorus* 

The Commandant rose to the toast. How the English- 
iiien cheered! How they sang! But their taste in music was 
execrable. Men of no other nation wmuld play three gramo¬ 
phones together and shout them all down. But let them 
shout. Let them sing. The legend of this great party would 
spread to the Hague. No one could say hereafter that a 
Commandant was a failure who was thus welcomed into 
his captives’ grotesque entertainments. At eleven o’clock 
he bade them good-night and withdrew. A few revellers 
escorted him to his lodgings and serenaded him. He 
thanked God that he had the gift of popularity. It was odd 
that he had ever doubted it. 

A week later the Boxing Club met again. The Com- 
mpdant was invited but, feeling that habitual unbending 
might be bad for discipline, he made gracious excuses. 
The blinds of the dormitory were drawn. Drink was 
brought; three gramophones played; Sezley and Gestable 
put on boxing gloves and were prepared to box if any in¬ 
trusion by the garrison staff should make boxing necessary. 
But they did not box. They stood in the ring and applauded 
Aemselves. The room was full of men shouting and sing¬ 
ing and stamping their feet. To the sentries a few yards 
away, the uproar did not differ from that in which, a week 
earlier, the Commandant had shared. They continued on 
the child-English were drunk again; German 
officers would certainly have behaved with more dignity. 
Meanwhile Lewis’s bed had been pulled out of its corner. 
The flap of linoleum was turned back, the trap-door 
opened. In^eachcrercewrfo of cheering^ Willett attacked the 
.concrete with, .his crowbar. 
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The material was stubborn and the attack prolonged. 
What had been a joke became a business. Spontaneity died. 
The cheering of boxers who did not box, the singing of 
bawdy songs by sober men, the intervening silences, the 
artificial cries of laughter and partisanship with which each 
hush was raked—all these it was necessary to orchestrate 
and control. Lewis stood on a trunk with an ivory hair¬ 
brush in his hand. He began to take pleasure in calling 
forth new combinations of sound; they excited him and 
made him laugh. A group in a distant corner broke into 
song whenever his brush was pointed at it; another group 
sprang into obedient competition; when he stamped his 
feet, all feet were stamped; when he beckoned sound to¬ 
wards him, sound came; when both his hands were 
stretched out in repression, the uproar weakened. He sig¬ 
nalled to Sezley and Gestable; instantly the room was full 
of the thud and patter of boxing gloves beaten against a 
wall. A glance towards the crowbar having told him that 
Willett, with lips set and sweat running from him, was 
rested and prepared to attack again, he threw his clenched 
fists high above his head, the ivory brush flashed in the 
shine of the oil lamp, and the impact of steel upon concrete 
W2.S drowned in yells of victory and groans of disappoint¬ 
ment. 

^‘That’s enough,’® Willett exclaimed at last, standing 
clear. ‘*You can dig to-morrow. Keep the party going till 
weVe closed down the trap and squared off.” 

For a little while the noise was continued. Lumps of 
concrete were packed away into a locked trunk; by day 
they would be taken out to the ramparts one by one and 
dropped secretly into the moat. The meeting of the Boxing 
Club dispersed; members who slept in other dormitories 
reeled into the night, singing drunken catches, their gait 
carefully unsteady, their arms linked. 

Gestable, inspired by the part he was playing, invented 
a liquorish quarrel. ''Never been m’sober i’me life!®® he 
protested with truth. And even Carroll-Blair’s thin voice 
was to be heard uplifted in Harrovian song, which was all 
the song he knew. 
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T ewis in bed at last, picked up a book but could not 
read Ni’sht rounds are made at fif dJiours, he thought. 
If .v; ha« to dig late, we can avoid them. But better dig 
in i'e early evening. There are no dormitory rounds before 
riid-^^ht 'The shriek of a distant tram reminded him of 
hfs coming to the fort, of plodding across the fields at 
Ferr-ot’s side. The noise of the shoutmg and the throb- 
wail of the gramophones were still m his ears. He 
saw"a-ain the faces of the singers uplifted towards km, 
their open mouths, their fixed eyes-they had been like a 
rins of dogs howling at the moon; and he felt agam the 
ivon- hairbrush under his fingers. While the scene lasted he 
had been excited by it, had even been proud. 

Baliater, in blue silk pyjamas, looked up from the maga¬ 
“Well?” he said. “All right?... pretty good staff work. 
Sezlev was lowering the oil lamps by their chains and 
putfing down their chimneys. The room fell into darkness 
and silence. 


Lewis and Baliater shared a watch as diggers and earners. 
One evening, when they were in the tunnel together, working 
by candlelight amid the thick smell of earth and crumbled 
masonry and stale air, Baliater dropped the tool he was 
using and said quietly; “It’s a marvellous night outside. 
Did you notice? The Plough bright as if there were a frost, 
but everything sniffing of summer.” He scraped sweat from 
his forehead with the edge of an earthy hand. “This hole 
stinks like the double-bottoms of a cruiser. . . . Come on, 
let’s get the loose stuff shovelled back. We haven’t room 
to work,” and, kneeling across the tunnel in single file, 
they began like two dogs to scrape earth backward between 
their legs. This done, it was Ballater’s turn to hold the 
eanffie while Lewis attacked the earth-face. 

“My God, Alison,” Baliater said, “why are we burrow¬ 
ing here like moles? When you came into the fort, did you 
imagine yourself doing this?” 

Lewis was strack, not only by the shaft of irony that had 
touched Baliater, but by a feeling of guilt and desolation, 
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“Noy” he said. I didn’t see myself as a man of action/* 

'‘Never again? Not even after the war?” 

Lewis was struggling with a ledge of earth in which 
stones w^ere deeply embedded. When he had broken it 
down, he replied: 

“Perhaps never again. I didn’t swear to that. But I did 
swear to myself that while I was here and had this god- 
sent chance-” 

He could not continue. In the confinement of the tunnel 
every conversation but a demand that the candle should be 
held higher or low^er became ridiculous, and he returned 
to his work in silence. But his thought ran on. Solitude 
and a discipline of peaceful scholarship might prove, as 
Herriot had often suggested, not to be his ultimate way 
of life; he didn’t know; that lay in the future; some day he 
might have strength enough to preseiwe an absolute kill- 
ness of the spirit, even amid the activities of the world. 
But if ever this was to become possible, it could be made 
possible in him, he believed, only by the discipline of 
quietness. The opportunity had been given him. He 
remembered with what delight and with what assurance 
he had welcomed it. Now, by every evening in the tunnel 
and by every thought of escape, he wms betraying it. 

“Ill take over,” Ballater said, exchanging his candle for 
the tool with which Lewis had been digging. “You’ve been 
hacking at it like a madman. I shall take life more easily...« 
It must be nearly time for our reliefs.” 

Work had begun again, when a sound behind them, at 
the entrance of the tunnel, told that the trap-door had 
been hastily closed. 

“Someone coming,” Ballater whispered, and ceased to 
dig, that the sound of his tool might not be heard above 
ground. “Better put out the candle,” 

“No light can show through if they’ve got the lino¬ 
leum-flap down. If they haven’t, ’weVe done.” 

“Still we may want the light later on. The Lord knows 
how long we may not have to sit here if Willett can’t get 
■rid of the man, whoever he is. It may be the Commandant 
come to be aflFable. He might stay for hours.” 
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“If he does,” Lewis added, “he’ll notice that we don’t 

come to bed/^ 

*'*Oh, Willett will invent some lie/' 

**Can't go on lying for ever/’ 

“Anyhow/’ Ballater said, “we shall quietly suffocate ” 

The candle was put out. They lay in darkness on their 
stomachs and waited. Lewis forgot that he was in the 
mnne and the bitterness of his self-reproach passed from 
him. We m^e ourselves, he thought, by struggle and 
rule, but a force deeper than our will, deeper than our 
consciousn^s, corrects our maHng. To cultivate the man 
oi uitellect is not enough, for stillness is a quality of the 
whole inan. We are like the strings of a stringed instru- 
inent which, slackened in any part, are dead; they can 
yield no music but the music proper to themselves and 
toen only if their tension be just. Each man must discover 
the perfect tension of his being—^in action or solitude in 
love M asceticisin, in phnosophy or faith—by continual 
thought and experience; and he asked 
himself whether the particular seclusion of the fort might 
not be a phase from which he was emerging. What develon- 
ment of his scholarship would attend the fresh impulse 

there may be no more scholarship. His longing for seclu¬ 
sion returned, but for a seclusion that seemed to him L 

it, less wintry, more beautiful 
and flowering Aan that by which he hS been bS 

darkness and saw the 
festing!^”^”' t^iteek had been 

ThcS/Zr/®?®''^, ®^ii^ter said. 

•< fn 8 ®^tn in the tunnel increased. 

All clear now,” said Willett m 
one who had a kakt P “'^tt, m the hoarse whisper of 
jej^ho had a habit of conspiracy. “You fellows stiU 

<E*ase might not 

IJcrformed them but he^/^*^ ^ °° himself and 

r- mcQ mem, but he was restless and troubled. When 
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news was brought to him m Jedwell’s room that the tunnel 
had been discovered he started from his chair, thinking 
at first only of the failure of his enterprise, but, as he went 
towards the dormitoiy joy mounted within him and he 
thought: Now I shall have peace. Now there’U be quiet 
again. ^ 

A servant in the dormitory had noticed the crease made 
by the continual turning back of the linoleum and his 
curiosity aroused,^ had come upon the trap-door. Whether 
the man made this discovery by chance or had been sent 
to investigate by Dutch officers aroused by some suspicion 
was not known; certainly he remained firm against ffireat 
and bribery and could not be prevented from making 
his report. The Commandant was at first indignant. The 
English officers had betrayed his trust in them. They had 
rewarded his kindnesses by doing their utmost to ruin his 
career. Their ingratitude was shameful. Had he not come 
himself as a friend to share their entertainments in this 
very room? An attempt was made to suggest to him that it 
was a duty of interned officers to escape if they could, but 
he was beyond reason. If he was allowed to remain serious 
they were lost; the wildest penalties would be imposed upon 
them; no weapon could now be effective against him but 
ridicule; only his vanity could be touched. While others 
argued and the Commandant raged, Ferrard brought sal¬ 
vation. 


“In this very room we drank and we laughed,” the 
Commandant cried. “We trusted one another and were 

friends. And you-’’ 

Yes, sir,^ said Ferrard quietly. ‘‘We were aE sports 
together. Vim les Pays-BasP^ 

The ring of serious, disappointed faces began to smile. 
The Commandant saw mouths opening to laugh. The 
intolerable levity of the English, who would laugh at any¬ 
thing!^ Then, suddenly, as he perceived that they were 
laughing at him, his expression changed from anger to a 
pitiable embarrassment. An instinct of self-preservation 
enabled him to see their joke. He was delighted because he 
had seen it. 
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Pays-Bas? The Low Countries? That was it—^the 
tunnel under the ground? Even then—so early?'’ 

He threw back his head and outlaughed them all. Before 
his mood could change, they began to show him their 
tunnelling equipment: old pyjamas stained with earth, their 
entrenching tool, the electric torches that had displaced 
candies which in the foul atmosphere of the inner tunnel 
would burn no longer, their stores of earth, Willett’s 
crowbar, the rules and agenda of the Boxing Club. 

“And I^was your President!” he exclaimed, when the 
purpose of the Club had been made clear to him. But his 
face fell when he was invited to inspect the tunnel. ''Won’t 
you go down and look at it, sir?” Ferrard suggested. "We 
can lend you some kit.” Should he preserve his dignity 
or in pyjamas regain the esteem of these barbarians? He 
smirked and hesitated. Pyjamas were brought and he 
suffered them to be put on over his uniform; gloves were 
provided; a scarf was tied over his head. His grotesque 
hgure, having climbed through the trap-door, sank on its 
hands and knees and began to crawl into the hole. 

lhats the end of that,” Willett said gloomily, and 
turning to the servant who had discovered the tunnel, a 
timid little roan in brown overalls, he exclaimed with 
bitter good-humour: Are you the one man on earth who 
won’t take a bribe?” 

^ "Ja, mijiilieer,” the Dutchman answered, understand¬ 
ing nothing. 

Lewis turned away with a smile. He could have shouted 
, |B gratrtiide for this saving farce. A weight had been lifted 
trom him. rius evening, the tunnel under his bed would 
empty; he would light his candle and re-build his screen 
■ ot: books. He was free again; and when he returned to 
Jcciweli s room, it seemed to have recovered much of its 
: loriaer composure. 





CHAPTER FIVE 


Ballater resolved to spend in Enkendaal the days of 
leave to which he would be entitled in October, and was 
eager that Lewis should go with him. Lewis hesitated now 
before refusing. He did not feel himself to be as depend¬ 
ent as he had been on a strict continuity of existence in the 
tort. But he chose still not to interrupt his work. 

Soon after his decision had been made, he received a 
letter from Julie, the first that had passed between them, 
it had been written, he felt, because she had found as he 
had, an embarrassment in their silence and was deter¬ 
mined to end it. They had known each other well in the 
past; they were exiles in the same country; his friend 
visited the Castle; it was unnatural that he and she should 
not communicate. But the letter, though it had a deliberate 
ease, had not been easily written. She had waited too long 
to write if she was to write easily. “I didn’t write to you 
before because I gathered that you w^anted to be left alone.” 
There was, he knew, another prohibition implied in her 
delay. 

A reflex of it in himself enabled him to perceive its 
nature. The letter the material substance, the paper the 
envelope, the handwriting—fascinated him. When its con¬ 
tents was already known, he picked it up to read again., 
and found that what he desired was not to read the words 
but to see and touch the substance. In the first letter that 
a man receives from a girl unknown to him but of whom 
m image, undefined but beautiful, has already formed 
itself among the half-shadows of his consciousness, there 
is an exquisite prompting or summons that is independent 
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of the words' message. The summons is not that of 
curiosity only^ and certainly not of analytical curiosity. 
Lewis did not examine the hpdwriting^as a graphologist 
would have examined it, seeking indications of character 
in the upstrokes and the down, the fine, soaring ^’s, the 
f’s that tucked their tails away under their bodies like 
uttle fat dogs seated on a hearthrug,^ the light, airy swirl 
of a capital's, the mingling of childish compactness and 
flowing impulse that was Julie's hand. He observed these 
tilings but had no more thought of them than that her 
handwriting was pretty and unusual; so he might have 
said of a man's writing that it was “pleasant" or “neat" 
or “ragged”-~smudged, clumsy words all of them; the 
small-talk of a mind centred elsewhere than in the chilly 
indication of fs and What drew him to the letter 
was not the particular indications that it gave but the 
feminine presence that it evoked. She—but who was 
she? he did not know her—she, her very self, was com¬ 
municated in the letter that had lain beneath her hand, 
and the communication seemed to be the more complete 
because it represented no particular aspect of a known 
human being. If he had known what her fingers were like, 
his iniagination of the contact of a hand with this sheet of 
paper would have been restricted by his knowledge. If he 
had ever seen her at any writing-table, twisting her foot, 
perhaps, round the leg of her chair or dipping her pen in 
some especial manner, his imagination would have been 
pegged oy fact; he would not have been aware, as he now 
.was, of a thousand opposed but, in his own mind, har- 
siomous possibilities; he could not have perceived the 
„ light, hard pressure of a table's edge beneath her breasts, 
inde,iitatioii made by her leaning, the coolness of 
polished wood beneath her wrist, and, at the same time, 
Mve watched the writing of this letter on a stool beside 
i fire—-a sunken fire, it seemed to be, from which light 
glowed os her paper, the paper now flatly lit by the 
t«tuiTi.s.al pallor of JedwelFs room. 

^This bleak, arid,light on the paper, deeply contrasted 
wiii ihe delicious warmth of perception that the letter 
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had caused in him, quickened his sense of exhaled in¬ 
dividuality. He seemed to hold in his hand not a letter 
a thing completed pd therefore sparkless, dead, but the 
animation, the moving essence, from which it had sprung 
and the name Julie, not Julie Narwitz, seemed to him a 
kind of wordless confession; for, he thought, her signature, 
when her eye falls upon it, does not appear to her as a 
label which, like a number, is useful to distinguish her 
from others, but as an expression of herself of which the 
ever-changing secret eludes her. While she was writing, 
the word Julie was for her a coded summary of her 
mysteries. Between the J and the e she was lying, her 
inmost self as much expressed and as much concealed as 
when, in that other visible but clouded formula—her body, 
she lay extended long ago on sunlit grass, or stood looking 
up at him, being then a child. 

The child also, he remembered suddenly, had used the 
same word: Julie. Imprisoned in memory, but gazing at 
the run of ink in the word before him, he saw for an instant 
the child, with elbow cocked and pen in hand, writing 
this letter; then, as memory released him, saw her change 
under his eyes into woman. The change brought with it’s 
stinging, pervasive delight—the whip of a gust on a still 
day. She,_ too, must have been aware of the gust, the sweet 
invigoration, the heady sharpness of it; for that reason she 
long delayed her letter, and, when she did write, wrote as 
though the calm were unbroken. Reading again her easy 
phrases, he felt the stress in them. Why hadn’t he come 
to Enkendaal? It vvas lovely at this time of year. He might 
find books in the libra^ that he needed; besides, it would 
be good to see him again, the Dutch were so dull. “I thinlf 
I’m changed a great deal, but you won’t have changed at 
all. When I was twelve you always seemed so old that you 
can’t have become older—perhaps younger again. There’s 
consolation for you!” Then news, stiff and brief. How 
sorry they all had been to hear of the discovery of the 
tunnel! It must have been sickening after so much work! 
Then, with a twinge of nervousness perceptible in the 
raising of the key: “You won’t mind your pupil’s being 
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married to a German husband? He’s different from most 
SSians in some rather important ways. I bdieve you d 
fS him . . You’d talk philosophy together. After the 
words “iike him,” a word had been begun and crossed 

mit “1 believe you’d like him better than-? Better 

than 1 do,” Le^ris guessed, but it was no more than a 
miess If that was what she had intended to write, in how 
forced a mood of mock seriousness she must have written! 
He saw her plan the graceless joke, begin to write it, then 
fail back before its shrillness, her taste prevailing oyer the 
embarrassment that had stood at her elbory, dragging her 
pen into protective commonplace, jerking it into staccato 
CO II ccftiniciits • 

Two days later came another letter in the same hand. 


Mv DEAR Lewis, 

I think the letter I wrote must have been a very 
siliv one. I was feeling all the time that I didn’t know you, 
and that you would turn my letter over thinking that the 
little uirl you knew was pretending to be what she wasn’t 
I couldn’t get it clear. And it’s not much clearer now, is 
it? But if you ever come out of your monastery. I’ll try 
to make intelligent amends. And now, how do I finish a 
letter to you? The way I used to end when you were at 
Oxford was— 

With love from 

His reply to her first letter crossed the second. They 

did not write again. 

The diplomats did their work at leisure and the autumn 
passed without assurance of general parole. That it would 
in the end be granted there was little doubt, for the Dutch 
themseivcs were eager to be free of the responsibilities and 
cipense of a garrison, and Ballater, who was always well 
intomied, brought back with him, after each of his adven- 
Mmm visits to the.outer world, authoritative statements 
' that m such and such a. date parole would be signed. The 
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dates passed and on each occasion there were reasons, 
which could never recur, for fortune’s having tricked Mm 
into a mistake. 

‘‘The only thing that worries me about leaving the fort,” 
Bailater said, “is that I shall have to leave my garden be¬ 
hind, but up at Enkendaai there’s a cottage "belonging to 
a man called Kerstholt that has a garden, and if took 
rooms there-” 

The canals were clipped in winter and the barbed wire 
was furry with snow before it became certain that, in the 
third week of February, they would leave the fort, not to 
return. Three officers rejected parole, preferring banish¬ 
ment to an island in the Zuyder Zee. A W months earlier 
Lewis would have chosen to join them rather than go out 
into the world. Now, listening to Ballater’s description of 
the great solitudes about Enkendaai, the heaths and elms, 
the lakes upon which the Castle looked down, the libraiy^ 
in its tower, he consented to do what Bailater wdshed. The 
fort had grown old for him, perhaps because he had allowed 
it to grow old. At Enkendaai also there would be seclusion, 
and a seclusion continuously refreshed by the changing 
moods of the countryside. In heath and lake and forest, 
becoming day by day parts of his own life, there would be 
a serene quickness^ that could never exist for him in a land¬ 
scape of wffiich he remained a withheld spectator. Though 
for several weeks he had been working without disquiet 
and was happy within the enclosure of these snowy ram¬ 
parts, he knew that he was but in the infancy of the life 
he desired and must proceed beyond it. 

“I was half afraid you wouldn’t come/’ Bailater said, 
and at once allowed his plans to overflow. “As a matter of 
fact, I more or less booked Kerstholt’s cottage when I was 
at Enkendaai, though I didn’t tell you then. There’s room 
enough for two of us and for a couple of our own men we 
can get up from the camp as servants. And there’s a garden. 
And a shed I can have for a car. There’s only one trouble. 
Kerstholt has his wife’s relations coming to stay, and we 
can’t get in until early April. I’ll go to stay at the Castle 
late in March and have everything fixed in the cottage 
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before you come. Can you put in your time until 

‘Til go and dig in libraries at Leiden and Amsterdam 
and the Hague, and collect more books.” 

“Good,” said Balkter. “Fm going to buy a car. Do you 
know anything about cars?” 

On the last day he would spend in the fort, a day of, 
February so boon and mild that it seemed already to have 
spring in it, Lewis went out on to the ramparts carrying 
with hi m, one of the few books that he had saved from 
the crating of his library. It remained long in the grip of 
Hs arm while he observed in a mood of peaceful accept¬ 
ance how the new year, whose movement he would no 
longer witness from this place, was repeating the miracles 
with which the old had received him. The cottage gardens 
beyond the moat were flecked with snowdrops; in the elms, 
rooks were pairing again; and I, with my crate of books 
that must go with me everywhere, he said, I am frosted 
in knowledge and cannot renew myself. I listen but hear 
no voice. I am like a tree in which the sap does not rise. 
And he began to ask himself, as he had asked many times, 
by what discipline he might attain to that stillness which 
should enable him to hear and to that brilliance of percep¬ 
tion which should enable him to see. But the disciplines 
and compulsions of life are not all; they are what a man 
, may do for himself, but he cannot do all. As he cannot be 
a poet by will, or a lover by will, neither by will alone can 
he become a creature of the spirit, but by a yielding, an 
thandonment—^he put the thought away from him for he 
' could not complete it, and sat down among the elm trees 
that overlooked the water, wondering whether the elms at 
Enkcsdaal of which Ballater had spoken stood near the 
brim of the Castle lakes. Here their images and the image 
of the grassy bank on which he was sitting were so held in 
the metallic surface of the moat that they seemed to be 
ca|raved upon it He would remember the fort by their 
'Quietness even more than by the grey shadows and flecked, 
infrequent sunshine of Jedweirs room, more than by the 
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delight of the summer days when he and Ballater had swum 
together. Next summer the water would lie still perpetu¬ 
ally; none would swim in it; and the children on the oppo¬ 
site bank, seeing no movement on the ramparts, would 
forget those who had moved there sooner than they forgot 
the beings of a tale. They would forget them as they forgot 
the dead. 

“And what is the book, Alison?” Jedwell said. “It looks 
like an old one.” He sat down beside Lewis and let the 
pages run beneath his thumb. “German, too? What is it— 

prayers? 

''And other things. I’ve pencilled a translation here and 
there.” Recalled by the book to the earlier movement of 
his thought that morning, Lewis took it from Jedwell and, 
opening it at a passage which had long troubled him and 
which for his own help he had translated, he forgot his 
companion and began to read silently: 

“When I was a boy, God held my hand, but I escaped 
from Him, and in my youth, having need of peace, I said: 
I will find Him. I scoured the city with my lamp, weli- 
trimmed, and so bright that my companions envied me it 
I searched the countryside diligently; I inquired of the 
stars with a candle; I was humble and crawled the earth, 
looking into the holes of foxes and beneath the petals of 
flowers. But I found neither truth nor rest, for, like a wit¬ 
less child and many a learned man before me, I had forgot 
what it was I sought. So I set down my lamp and my 
candle, I threw away my keys and wept, and straightway 
His light was within me. When I returned to the city, I 
was not empty of it. Now I am in the liberty of His prison 
though all the world hammer at the gate. Give me Thy 
hand, O God, when Thou summonest me forth.” 

The German Protestants, he thought when he had read 
and read again, were in the earliest days men who feared 
their own learning, even while they laboured to acquire it 
Though their maturity was in rebellion, their childhood 
had been in submission, and no one outlives all his child¬ 
hood. What was meant by ‘T threw away my keys and 
wept”? Keys of dogma, perhaps, which had been re- 
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j npUp lamo was of learning, the candle of a faitH 
It™„ .0 press for ,h. detail 

S'tEd of thlime''v»kme? he tetnetnbered, among 

di saSe time, though no commentator had 

>t”“l ‘*»*- 

ness ” it mav become light by Thy Grace, for we have 

a dd-Jv shark within us. Blow upon us with Thy 
ur,“ "fm.bdc-h we feel it not; lead us, though we follow 
mceive Ss, though our pride reject Tny consolation; 
for si-^sy Thee we cannot come to Thee and, unless Thou 

it, there is no end.” • j r 

"•‘t! he was interested only to probe the mind of the 
w'^4r and to ask whether, when he wrote, praymg for 
comnu'don to faith, he had already passed, though he did 
not know it. beyond a condition of inqui^ into an ardour 
of faith. How else could he pray thus; How far was this 
man who had stood so long between seit-vindication and 
^di-ahandonment, advanced on his way towards mystical 
ec^tasv? How far on the road to Damascus? And because 
fi-e wav to Damascus seemed to Lewis but one of the 
ir'anv wavs of contemplation, he considered this writer s 
progress upon it with the detachment of a student; but 
soon Ms attempt to project his mind into the thought or 
another^ that he might the better understand it, trans- 
miiteci analysis into "imagination, and, struggling to re¬ 
create the circumstances that had here drawn learning to 
its knees, asking himself what had been the nature oi me 
apprehension spoken of in the words and straightway His 
lifM was within me,’^ he found an answer not^m^ reason 
onif* There seemed to be, not indeed a light within him^, 
not a If nice or a touch, but an encirclement of himself, and 
within the encirclement a visitation, so that, though he saw 
IS he had seen, and heard as he had heard, the outward 
; itnse being still present and unchanged, he was yet aware 
. ef other eyes seeing through his eyes, of another in- 
dividuaiity moving behind the reasoned movement of his 
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brain. Into this individuality he wished to fall back but 
could not; it stayed behind him and at a remove^ attendant 
but not possessing; and presently it ceased to be, and he 
was on the ramparts alone. 

When he had risen, he saw a little figure walking slowly 
along the western rampart. Before disappearing round the 
corner, Jedwell turned and waved to Mm. 
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For contemplation he and valour formed^ 

For softness she and sweet attractive grace. 

Milton: Paradise Lost, nr. 297-S 
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CHAPTER ONE 


From unpacking books which he had brought with him 
that day from the Hague, Lewis had fallen into reading 
them, and, the afternoon iDcing now advanced, had drawn 
near to the window that opened upon Kerstholt's garden 
and was holding a volume towards the light. He was lost 
in it and happily lost, for its subject was so much in 
harmony with his own mood that the writer, leaving the 
seventeenth century, had thrown a spell of intimacy over 
the solitary hour that Lewis had spent in his company— 
the intimacy of speech, even of tranquil argument. 

“Meditations in order to a good life,” this writer was ’ 
saying, ‘let them be as exalted as the capacity of the person 
and subject will endure, up to the height of contempla¬ 
tion; but if contemplation comes to be a distinct thing, and 
something beside or beyond a distinct degree of virtuous 
meditation, it is lost to all sense, and religion and prudence. 
Let no man be hasty to eat of the fruits of paradise before 
his time/’ Here Lewis paused, and looked up sharply, 
allowing the volume to close upon his finger. Beyond the 
garden, footsteps were approaching, and an accompani¬ 
ment of voices, Ballater’s and a girl’s. He withdrew from 
the window, feeling certain that Ballater, who had not 
expected him to arrive until nightfall, would not suspect 
his presence. 

He would have liked to put the intruders out of his 
mind but could not; and, kneeling beside a packing-case, 
he listened to them as their voices became distinct and 
their steps sounded in the gravel of the little ascent be¬ 
tween the lane and the cottage. Their conversation was 
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animated and gay; evidently they were delighted in each 
other's company and Ballater was already^at ease. He is 
always soon at ease, Lewis thought. That is the charm of 
him to me as well as to women. He treats every woman, 
neither as a stranger nor as quarry, but as if he and she 
had long ago come to a smiling agreement that she should 
not be his mistress—an agreement capable of being re¬ 
scinded. 

They were standing beneath the window, and Ballater, 
with a delightful, childlike boasting, was telling her 
solemnly—for he ivas always solemn about the little 
attainments of which he was proud—^what he would do 
with the garden and how by next spring it would be 
transformed. “Next spring!'' she said. “The ^war will be 
over before then. You will be in England again.” 

Lewis ceased to listen. Though he had known Julie 
when she w’as a child in England, he felt now detached 
from those memories and was eager to fortify himself in 
detachment from them. He began again to order his books 
in their shelves and to wonder whether so much care was 
w^asted—whether this precious time of isolation in Holland 
would end before the coming of another spring. Then, in 
the garden, he heard his own name spoken. Kerstholt, 
coming from his own quarters at the back of the house, 
w*as explaining in Dutch that the other English officer had 
; arrived more than two hours ago, “Alison?” Ballater cried. 
“Where is he, then?” He raised his voice and shouted: 
“Alison! Alison! are you there? Here's an old friend of 
jours come to see you.” Lewis did not answer. There were 
matches in his hand, for he had intended to light a candle, 
: but he let them return with a little clack into the bowl of 
the candlestick. 

“I expect he's gone for a walk,” Ballater said. “Unless 

he's hiding.” 

Julie dropped her voice. “If he's hiding—do bring 

him out”, 

. Mie can't be. Look, there are no lights in the windows. 
It must be getting dark inside. Besides, why on earth 

; , Aoiild hc.Mde?” 
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‘‘He might,” she answered. see.” And in a dancing 
tone, mischievous and wilful, she repeated: ‘‘Do bring 
him out.” 

Ballater laughed at her. ''You sound very fierce,” he 
said. ''As if the poor devil were a badger in his earth. Are 
you a huntress?” 

She laughed back—a laugh of challenge and mockery 
and enticement. Until then, Lewis had been indifferent to 
her, content to wait among the shadows until she and 
Ballater were gone. Now her laughter invaded him; he 
grew hot, as if she had struck him in the face with some 
stinging flower; and even when she went away, Ballater 
having offered to walk across to the Castle with her, the 
sting—the turbulence it had provoked and the unacknow¬ 
ledged delight of it—increased in his memory. The room 
was not quiet now as it had been before her coming. 

And as he moved from sitting-room to bedroom, carry- 
ing great armfuls of books, he began to understand that, 
though the laughter he had heard was that of Julie Narwitz, 
the laughter that was still sounding in his mind came 
from a remote past in which he had been a very young 
man and Julie Quillan a child; and he remembered how 
one day, when he was an Oxford freshman and he and 
she were wandering together through the Harbury 
meadows, she had patted his pocket for the shape of the 
volume that was bulging in it and had asked him to 
read it to her. "But it's Greek,” he had said, "and you 
have enough to do in Latin.” A clumsy, stupid saying, 
which she had disregarded. Opening the book at random, 
"Please read it, Lewis,” she had insisted, and, with her 
child's hand in his, had walked beside him while he read, 
checking him now and then at a line while she tried to 
imitate the sound of it, and, when he solemnly corrected 
her, teasing him with her laughter. When they had 
walked a little while, she had dropped on her knees in the 
grass, still holding his hand so that he was drawn down 
beside her. Turned upon her face, she had lain with no 
movement but of her breathing, the white nape of her 
neck, where the long hair fell away on either side, exposed 
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to a dapple of sunlight amid the flickering shadow of beech 
leaves. She persuaded him to translate the story, which 

had been of Nausicaa. 

Not long aftenvards, she had been taken away. A pupil 
had gonCj'an airy companion^ a pleasant child—no more 
it had seemed to him then. The sudden curtailment of his 
Oxford days, his entry into his father’s business, the re~ 
sponsibiiity that fell upon Mm at his father’s death, the 
straitening and self-discipline of life from that time 
forward—these had curbed his spirit; the Odyssey had 
been put away^ —all his odysseys; the dreaming and, it 
seemed, the memory of them. But the memory of his 
association with Richard Quillan’s child had persisted as 
an undertone to all emotion, a secret that he had not been 
able Mi? to discover to himself. From it. even now he 
sheered suddenly away, picking up the Odyssey from a 
pile of books, canning it to the window-light, and telling 
M.mself it was not for a personal reason, but for the merit 
of the tale, that there seemed to him to be no story equal 
in magic with the story of Nausicaa, 

When he looked up from the Odyssey, he saw Kerstliolt 
in the garden—a veritable Dutch peasant, short, high¬ 
shouldered and sinewy, who carried his years with stub- 
bo.m and ungraceful vigour. Observing the Englishman 
at the open window, the old man asked what war news 
there had been, in the Hague that morning. There was 
nothing, Lewis replied, that had not been told before. 
^‘You don’t hear the guns in Enkendaal?” he added. “No,” 
said Kerstholt. “It’s quiet, Enkendaal,” and so quietly 
did he say it, as if a deeply rooted tree were speaking in 
the interior of a forest, that Lewis’s .mind was emptied of 
disturbance and he also began to think of the seclusion 
of .E.nkeiidaal where, ringed about by guns and delivered 
.from the pressure of existence, he was free to create a new 
.ite within, himself . He w^ent down into the garden and 
talked to Kerstholt, who grinned and exclaimed because 
M. Englisliman spoke Dutch so well. “Do you know the 
, towers afi.d the trees, Jonk’er? Did you know Dutch before 
you came to Holland? Of course., the Freule Julie is Englis.h 






CH. I 


77 


THE CASTLE 

and she speaks Dutch, but she won’t speak it if she can 
help it. Always English or French with her—and now 
German, may be, since she married a German.” The old 
man’s tongue ran on; he was curious to know how an 
Englishman, who was neither Baron nor Count, was a 
friend of the Baron van Leyden van Enkendad. “There 
are not many Dutch he would allow to take rooms in my 
cottage, so near to his own Castle.” 

Lewis explained that Julie and her mother had lived 
near his own home in England. 

“Ah, that is how it was,” said Kerstholt. “I remember 

they told me. Then you are just a friend of the Freule_” 

And he added after a long pause: “Of course, she is not van 
Leyden.” 

Lewis went out of the garden and found himself in a 
narrow lane, hedged on one side but lying open on the 
other; he could see how the ground fell away towards 
the few houses lining the avenue that led to the Castle 
gates. The Castle itself he could not see, but he had been 
told where it lay, and he went on through the dusk, look¬ 
ing for a wood that Kerstholt had said he would presently 
find before him. “If you walk straight on through the 
wood, you will come out by the pavilion—a little place 
like a pepper-box where the Castle ladies sometimes take 
their tea in summer—and below the pepper-box you’ll 
see the lakes, Jonk’er, and the Castle stands on the other 
side of the lakes.” Lewis did not greatly care whether or 
not he came upon the Castle that evening. To be alone 
was all his desire, and, coming to the edge of the wood, 
he paused and held his breath. There was no sound but 
the rustle of leaves and far away a faint movement of 
water. The lakes must have a fall between them, he 
reflected, and, climbing the low bank at the roadside, 
entered the wood. 

The undergrowth was very dark, but, this extreme spur 
of the wood being not more than a couple of hundred 
yards in breadth, the thickening day was visible beyond 
it. The smoother trunks were streaked with light. A grey, 
luminous stream appeared to be flowing down them, and, 
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from the tops of bushes, glazed leaves of evergreen threw 
BP the sky again. On the farther side of the ^ wood there 
w^s a vague shimmering, as though the outskirts, and the 
outskirts only, were wrapped in a gigantic cobweb of light, 
but this dissolved as Lewis approached it, and he saw 
before him, just beyond the wood, and on raised ground 
that concealed any farther prospect, a little pillared build- 
ing with a iattened dome and ornate capitals. I might 
, work there if the van Leydens will let me, he thought. 
Beyond it are the lakes, and no one is likely to come by 
the wood; it would be an island in effect. 

Blit when he reached the pavilion, he saw that he had 
misjudged its position. It was farther from the water's 
edge than he had suspected. At his feet was an expanse 
of shelving ground along which a path, that appeared and 
disappeared among close shrubs, followed the w^ater-line; 
and, crossing this path, w^as another that connected the 
pavilion with the shore. The sharp point of land to which 
it led was almost met by the nose of a miniature peninsula 
thrust out from the farther bank. Between them, water 
iowed from lake to lake in a soft cascade. The fall was 
not more than the height of a child; and the cascade was 
spanned by a bridge. On the peninsula, over a gleam of 
steps, was a low block of darkness that seemed to be a 
boathouse but was hardly to be distinguished from its 
background, for behind it the Castle's chief tower rose 
out of the waters of the upper lake. This tower, a great- 
girthed cylinder of ancient brick, was little superior in 
height to the other buildings of the Castle, which lay 
clustered beyond it; but it had the character of Dutch 
grandeur, a superb austerity, an aloof composure, and 
the eye was held by its rooted plainness. Two slits of light 
shone in its upper part, repeated in unrippled elongation 
by, the surface of the water below. Whoever occupies that 
; , room, Lewis thought, must hear the plashing of the water 
day and night until at last it becomes a part of silence, as 
the active, routine of a monastery, because it is regular 
and persistent, must become the rhythm of meditation, 
tad as breathing is an unwilled rhythm of life. Even in 
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the contemporary world and for such a man as he, it must 
be possible to reduce all worldly action to the plashin<^ of 
water day and night until it became at last, though un¬ 
ceasing, a part of silence wherein the spirit was free? Then 
might not alUhe life of the flesh, its delights and torments 
even the plain earning of bread—the going every day to 
oiflce or factory, the performance of labour that seemed 
to have no heart in it, be recognized as that of which 
spiritual spctuary was the essence, as the necessary con¬ 
dition of it? Not to kill the senses or to hate them, he 
thought, but to discover an inviolable ghost in the sensible 
body is the highest and most difiicult art of the saints. 
Solitude would have no meaning if it were not encircled' 
nor peace if it were not threatened. In the fort, life stood still| 
but it was crowded and stagnant—an enforced monasticism 
without rule. Here, day after day, I shall live in an en¬ 
closed freedom without need or possibility of escape from 
it. He felt the excitement and awe of a child who for the 
first time recognizes his own individuality and sees him¬ 
self, a solitary and adventurous figure, travelling through 
a virgin landscape from birth to death. An indefinite sweep 
of seasons rolled ahead of him like a great moorland, un¬ 
mapped, unconfined, a continent of experience; and he 
became impatient even of the dusk and eager for the 
morning to which the sun would awake him in his bed¬ 
room at the cottage. In the act of waking, he would re¬ 
member that a day of early spring lay before him, the 
first of many days not to be counted or distinguished— 
an empty day, indivisibly his own, whose very air, quick 
but still, would have the quality of meditation; and he 
would welcome it, and each of its successors, with a silent 
cry of the heart as a new gift miraculously given. 

In the middle of the upper lake, beyond the shadow of 
the tower, he saw again now what his eyes had previously 
seen but his mind had not recorded—an eyot thickly 
wooded and shaped like a pair of blunt boats lashed gun¬ 
wale to gunwale. Whoever occupied the room in the tower 
would learn to know the seasons and the weather by the 
changing appearances of the eyot and of the water round 
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it; and would, perhaps, if observation reached back into 
childhood, invest it with a thousand legends—seeing in it 
the ship that Poseidon changed into an island as she re¬ 
turned from Ithaca, or another ship launched in a private 
dream. It would be easy in this place to dream a_ dream 
into reality. In so great a quietness, while the evening sky 
lay in the’ water of the lake and the scud of a bird was 
the silent drawing of a diamond across a mirror of steel, 
it was hard to understand that the scene was not perpetual, 
but must be resolved into night and morning and be con¬ 
sumed in the succession of days. 

But though one who had attained to that spiritual de¬ 
tachment within the world which w^as the destination of 
philosophy might see an earthly image of it in this scene, 
Lewis perceived, with a sensation of humility that was akin 
to fear, that for him nothing existed but the image, the 
reality being infinitely distant. And not the supreme reality 
only/the inviolable sanctuary of the saints. After the war, 
he would live as he had always lived, plainly and without 
affectation, performing w4at tasks were required of him; 
but he wanted to be able to endure disappointment without 
bitterness, to learn to accept the burdens of his life in Eng¬ 
land without the necessity of guarded and enforced patience, 
to receive immediate beauty without being prompted by 
it to hunger for beauty unattainable. He wanted' to create 
within him a retiring place which the fret of common ex¬ 
istence and the hot breezes of desire and fear and ambi¬ 
tion should be pow^erless to disturb. How far he was even 
from this lesser, end, he knew well enough, and how un¬ 
schooled in travel. He stumbled from thought to thought, 
from.book to book, from dream to dream; he had scarcely 
lea,rned to ask, his way or to understand the answers he 
received. He could not hold steadfastly to his course; 
there was.a iveak d.isciplme upon his meditation; a girl’s 
ktighter could make him swerve from it, leaving him 
' s^d ^afraid. Even now, he added, while I have 
been standing here and have seen the water darken at 
. fee foot of the tower, perhaps I have been waiting to 
mft that anger renewed in me, for several minutes have 
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gone by since I seemed to hear the brush of shoulders 
against the bushes of that narrow path and the approach 

of voices. 

So he went forward, and, rounding a wall of bushes 
came upon a little open space that looked out over the 
lakes. At the edge of it she and Ballater stood, their backs 
towards him, the pallor above the water describincr their 
figures with a lucent edge. Her arm was raised to ooint 
towards the Castle. ^ 

“I have that room in the tower,” she said, “where you 
see the lights. I can get away from them there.” ^ 

“But do you dislike them?” Ballater asked. ' 

“Dislike them? Well ... no. But I don’t" belon? I’m 
not Dutch.” 

“Nor are we for that matter.” 

“There’s no need for you to be. You are strangers. Your 
pedigree doesn’t affect the kennel. Your mother wasn’t a 
Hoek and didn’t marry into a litter of Leydens.” She 
turned abruptly. “Walk wuth me to the bridge. Then you 
must go back.” 

As they advanced side by side, she lifted her head, 
checked herself, and suddenly ran forward. 

“Lewis!” She took both his hands in hers. “Look,” she 
cried over her shoulder to Ballater, “didn’t I tell you he 
was my schoolmaster?” for Lewis had stiffened at her 
touch and could not answer her. “He used to kiss me when 
I was a defenceless child.” 

Still holding his hands, she leaned away from him, 
searching his face; he felt the weight of her body on his 
arms, the curl and pressure of her fingers in his. 

“Lewis, where have you been—walking? alone? We went 
to the cottage and shouted for you. Kerstholt said you had 
come up from the Hague hours ago. I wanted to see you. 
You don’t know what it is to have English people here. Mr. 
Ballater and 1. . . .” 

Her chatter ended; she released Lewis’s hands and stood 
before him. 

“.to I what you expected?” she asked, and, giving him 
no time to answer, she went on in a changed voice: “Your 
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being here doesn’t seem real even now. I think of you 
wandering about Daddy’s library in Natton Lodge-your 
too long for your sleeves. O Lewis, I ve so much to 

too,” he said, “think of you as you were then.” 

He laughed and hesitated. He saw that Ballater had 
charmed her. He himself must seem awkward and old; it 
was a mocking sentimentality in her, less than half serious, 
which had made her speak of their ear y days together. 
And, observing her beauty, seeing how she challenged his 
opinion of it, he said with forced and stifled breath: 

“You are almost in the dark. I can see nothing. 

She seized his hand, ran with him across the clearing 
to the place where she and Ballater had stood side by 
side 

“Now there’s light,” she said. “What do you see?’’ 

The curve of her shoulders, the uplifted pallor of her 
face, her throat’s gleam, her body’s suppleness, her eyes 
like the challenge of a bayonet in a quiet path—he could 
not tell her what he saw or how he was in arms against the 
invasion of his being. He said quietly: “You are mad still,” 
and, even as he spoke, blamed himself for having said an 
unusual thing that betrayed emotion in him. 

“Am I?” she answered. “An older kind of madness, 

then.” 

“Older?” 

“I’m not a child.” 

**Of course not/* 

Seeing her look at him doubtfully, he remembered that 
she had never been sure how seriously to take him. ‘'You 
know Fm married,** she began, and added deliberately: 
««—^lo a German/* 


‘‘I know.** 

‘Then Fm-not a child,** she repeated with a child’s per¬ 
sistence, and continued swiftly: “Lewis, what’s the matter? 
You are hating me. Why? Because I ran you out here? Has 

that offended you?” 

Hating her? He felt again the touch of her hand, and 
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grasped it. He said “No,” glad that his face was almost 

concealed from her. 

‘^But you were hating me? Why?’^ 

“Perhaps because you’re not a child still—or because 

you are.’* 

Ballater came up, bareheaded. He stood grinnin? at 
them, his weight on one leg, like an affable stork ^ 
“Well,” he said, “isn’t she beautiful? And you have 
known her all these years, Alison, and let her escape to 
Holland!” ^ 

“1 was carried off,” she replied, and added with elaborate 
carelessness—“I’m imprisoned, too, if you knew it ” 

“Can one imprison ghosts?” Ballater said. 

“Ghosts?” 

“You look like a ghost in this light.” He laughed at her. 
“As if you had risen from the lake.” 

She held out her hand. “Then you must say good-bye 
to flesh and blood.” ^ 

Ballater stooped over her fingers and kissed them with 
an elaborate flourish. “To see if you are flesh and blood ” 
said he. ’ 

“And you, Lewis?... No, you must kiss my hand too. 
This isn’t England, and I’m a ghost.” 

He had taken her hand in his and she would not release 
him until he had done obeisance. She would not release 
him. Her first tone of nervous mockery was in her voice 
“If you will not,” she said, “I shall hold you here all 
night—or I shall kiss you.” 

He bent quickly over her hand and put his lips to it. 
“That’s a penance for hating me, Lewis, dear. Don’t 
always hate me or you will have to do penance again.” She 
went down towards the bridge and suddenly looked back: 
“In the morning. I’ll absolve you, perhaps.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


Lewis spent the morning in the seventeenth century, a 
noble period in Holland, and in England, he was inclined 
to think, of all periods the greatest. Yet how can one com- 

pare, as ^‘greater” or ^'^less great, phases of history. The 
adjective is a dangerous one which may become the empty 
rhetoric of a criticism too lazy to define its pleasures and 
distinguish their sources. A student of history, he thought, 
must beware of supposing that the men of the past ^ are 
arraigned before him for his approval or condeinnation; 
he is not their judge. Nor is he what many historians are 
content, and even eager, to remain—a visitor with a cloak 
of darkness, a notebook and a curious eye, loving facts, as 
avarice loves diamonds, for the value given them by their 
rarity. An historian has much in common with an artist; 
he rnust yield himself to his subject and become a creature 
of the time he investigates, standing apart from it only 
now and then, as a traveller, wishing to examine a map 
which he alone possesses, may for a little while leave his 
companions, soon to rejoin them. He must be able to accept 
the iimitations of contemporary vision that he may ex¬ 
perience its intensity, endeavouring to feel, and not merely 
to understand, the Elizabethans’ terror of youth’s depar¬ 
ture, and to participate in that exquisite insanity of passion 
which gave to their actions a desperate fire, to their lyrics 
a charged melancholy, not now to be recaptured. Not to 
be, recaptured? Lewis asked himself. Who knows? For 
youth has become precious again; life is threatened ■ and 
: .short, its end terrible and violent; once more death’s hand 
' is on every boy’s shoulder,. But not on every girl’s, he 
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added, as it was in the ages of pestilence, and though there 
are women whose love for men will enable them to see, 
with men’s eyes, how time has shrunk suddenly to this 
day this hour, this sweet and vanishing instant, and how, 
by'^that shrinking, the spirit of man is driven in upon its 
ultimate defences, such women are few, as poets are few, 
and many will suppose that but one conclusion may be 
drawn from the saying “to-morrow we die.” And by 
women, poets are ruled. Women give an age its colour; 
not because they themselves are omnipotent but because 
men being children first and last, see their god through 
women, and have no peace but at the breast and no 
imagination of rebirth but in the simihtude of a womb 
Solitary men are like cut flowers in a pot; they are beautiful 
but tlicy witlicr, being without nourislmient, yetj if ixiun 
consent to be nourished of woman, he, like a flower, is 
rooted and held; there is no escape until his earth receive 

^C(Sng upon this knot in thought, making again Ms 
neroetual discovery that asceticism, which is a stage in the 
snirit’s iourney, is also a refusal of the nourishment by 
which that journey may be sustained, he_ turned away 
from it and back to the book on his knee, saying to ^msefl: 
All thought leads me to this thought. How was I led to 
it from tMnking of the way in wMch history should be 
studied? And resolute not to wander again from Ms page, 
he continued to read until at about one o clock he heard 
Ballater’s footfall on the gravel and went down to join 
him. 


They must call on the Baroness m the afternoon, 
Ballater decided when luncheon was 
walk over the moors until the time y 

he spoke eagerly of Ms management of the hous^old 
affairs of the cottage, inviting Lewis’s approval of Ms 
arrangements, telling how he had chosen as serv^ts two 
seamen. Reeve and Garkie, from Ms 4“^?^ 
and demonstrating in what ways Ms insight into ch^acter 
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had been justified. There was something charming and 
ineenuous in his pride; he was delighted by praise of his 
skill in choosing a dinner or a new wall-paper and to d 
more than once how Julie had smiled upon his handiwork. 
“The men and I haven’t been here a week, and yesterday 
she said we’d done wonders. She was sure no woman would 
have made so many changes in the time. . . . But then 
women make the devil of a fuss about running a house,” 
he added. “If you know your own mind and stick to a 

clear routine, it’s easy enough.” , . , j 

Without this streak of pompousness, this blind spot in 
his humour, Ballater would have been a less amusing, 
because a more superficial, companion. That anyone so 
gay could also be so solemn gave to his character a saving 
touch of mystery; you never knew on what subject he 
would be solemn next. When, seeing the moors and woods 
stretch out to the horizon, they spoke of the van Leyden 
estate, his thought flew to the Ballater acres and soared to 
his ideal landlordism. His uncle’s land was the best in six 
counties, he declared proudly, but it needed scientific 
cultivation. “That’s what I mean to study here. Not that 
even in Holland some of ’em aren’t pretty stubborn against 
new ideas. The other day I was talking to old van Leyden 
about sugar-beet, and I threw out an idea of my own 
just threvv it out, you know, to see what he’d say—and he 
tugged at his beard, and hummed and hawed, and said 
that had never struck him! Seemed impressed, but he 
won’t do anything, you know. He’s too old, like my own 
uncle. But Goof' van Leyden... 

Lewis had already heard of Govert van Leyden, called 
Goof, a younger son who had a place of his own at the 
Huis ten Borgh, half chdteau, half farm. 

Outwardly a correct young man and an ardent agri¬ 
culturist, he was believed to have lighter interests in the 
Hague and, indeed, at the Huis ten Borgh itself. 

“1 can get over in twenty-three minutes in the car,” 
Ballater said. “I’m going to work there.” 

“All arranged? You’ve been quick.” 

* Pronounced Goft, 
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“Well, you see, Goof is keen on experiments in sugar- 
beet.” 

“Has he made any? 

“Not yet. But he will. . 

Ballater believed it. He believed, too, for the time being, 
that it was the earnest farmer in Goof that was attracting 
him to the Huis ten Borgh. His pink face was grave as he 
sooke of “modern ideas” and of the agricultural blindness 
of England which, when he went home, he proposed to 

“Perhaps I ought to go into Parliament, he said. And 
T shall have to marry, too. You can’t run an estate—any¬ 
how not as I should like the Ballater estate to be run— 
without a wife. _ 

“Is that the only motive? ^ t* 

‘‘Well one must have a son to inherit the property. It 

was said without a flicker, and not until they had gone 
forward half-a-dozen paces did Ballater’s face move m a 
smile “I dare say there are other reasons too. The devil of 
it is to choose the right girh’ 

“Is there a candidate?” 

“In a way—yes. ..-Asa matter of fact there are three. 

“Equal chances?” 

“Roughly—at a distance. 

A^lenc'e topbfd that, until this moment, Ballater had 

no^dlub“d th?it williniess. “rUf»» 

„.-or.v,= ” hp said “But of course, he went on, yourioea 

rfde 'is » ml a Id of island for yo>-df. Proba^ 
you’ll never marry. But owning land s a ^ 

Ld a damned fine job. Land is in my blood-—the lana 

itself, not just what can be got out of it. 

farming is more important than anything on earth,_hut it 

won’t be farming only that takes me to ^^^sc'fpe 

Although it’s scarcely ten miles away, it s fresh lanf^cap 
-a lovfer level alinost in the dyke country. From the 
upper windows you can see the Rhine ^d *e flat meadows 
Enl I don’/know why-the view’s utter y diferent-- 
but it reminds me of looking across the va ey 
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Nothing you see is the same—colour, skyline, cultivation, 
all diffS-ent—and yet, for me any^vay, the two countries 
have the same character. D’you ever feel that? You think 
Fm mad about country. You don’t feel it as I do. My 
God,” he said, staring at the moors, “I’m glad I came to 
Enkendaal. The Hague’s good enough for a few days, but 
I couldn^t live in a town. 

It was true; it had the ring of truth; and Lewis perceived 
that Ballater's passion for Nature, underlying the vanities 
with which he entertained the world, tormented while it 
delighted him, because he could find no way of expressing 
it. “I can*t describe what I see. I try to paint it sometimes 
—just water-colour, you know. It sounds damned silly, but 
I love it, though I dare say I’m no good. IVe never been 
taught,” he added, as if that were explanation enough. 
*'But Fve been out sketching with Julie, and she says that 
with practice-” 

Vanity, having reasserted itself, was overcome by a re¬ 
collection that Julie had been quoted before. “Look here, 
Alison. We’ve got to live together. When I begin to sing 
my own praises, you tell me . . . What was the news in the 
Telegraaf this morning? I was in Enkendaal and didn’t see 
a paper.” 

“Nor did I,” Lewis admitted. 

■ “Would you ever? If I weren’t here, I believe you’d 
forget there w^as a war. You’d drop out even the bulletins.” 

“No, I shouldn’t forget,” Lewis said, “but it’s true that 
the newspapers.... If I were in England,” he continued, 
“I should read them every morning and evening. When 
we were first shut up in the fort, I read them. And you 
remember the map Jedwell had on his wall—with pins, 
and red and green wool—I used to help him set it whenever 
there was a movement on the western front. But even 
Jedwell gave up Ms map. It isn’t indifference. It isn’t just 
.selfishness either. 

And while Lewis was hesitating, Ballater said unex- 
pectedly; “I know what you mean. At least, I think I do. 
, You: mean there’s s^^ almost indecent in civilian 
; : „ keenness: pins, and red and green wools like some damned 
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arlour game; or rushing in with a good bulletin as if it 
were the result of a steeplechase. . . . But one wants to 

know all the same. . . , 

“Here we are—shut up, Lewis answered. Were 
given parole; we can’t escape; w'e can’t help in any way, 
even as civilians in England can help. We are as much out 
of the world as if we were dead. What we do or don’t do 
makes no difference to a living soul. As long as we live, we 
shall never again be responsible to ourselves alone. And 
we don’t know how long it will last—years perhaps; or 
Holland may come into the war next week and we find 
ourselves in the trenches the week after. It gives me a 
feelinc' as far as the war is concerned, of absolute fatalism. 
Tills bit of our lives is in brackets—ours, our own as the 
rest of our lives can’t be; and the bulletins and cartoons 
seem to belong to something outside the brackets. ^ 

They walked on in silence until Ballater exclaimed: 
“But it makes things look pretty queer inside.the brackets, 
Alison The more natural and ordinary a thmg is, the 
harder it is to believe. When I’m out sketching, it suddenly 
comes over me-‘You oughtn’t to be dabbing here with a 
brush,’ and I look at Julie—English, Gemian officer s 
^.ife_telling me I have too much colour in my middle 
distance. It’s mad. And these moors. Listen to them. So 
quiet you can hear the wind m the gorse—and there s 
Lrcely a breeze....” But suddenly Ballater became aware 

that he was floundering. “Everjihmg s back to front, he 

abruptly concluded. “It’s no use thinking about it. 

They said no more on this subject until, havmg made a 
wide circle over the moors, they were approaching the 
Castle bv the avenue that skirted one bank of the lake. 

“What your idea comes to,” Ballater remarked with 
relish as if, while they walked, he had been turmng a 
question over in his mind and had come unexpect^ly on 
a pleasant answer to it, “is that, while we re here, we can 

do as we like and dainn the 1 

“That sounds as though you had a plot? Lewis an 

swered. 

“Plot?” 
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*Tf s in your face/' 

—I—at leastj I was only imagining-'' He broke 

offj shot a laughing glance at Lewis to discover how much 
he'had guessed, and added, with the mockery of a sigh: 
*‘Anyhow, I don't believe the theoiy holds water. I dare 
say we are irresponsible in a way. Still, even here, one has 
to conform—up to a point. Your sins find you out." 

'‘Sins?" Lewis said. ‘'Oh, you mean women—is that 
it?... I didn’t say we were irresponsible, but that w^e were 
responsible only to ourselves." 

‘T don’t see the difference. . . . And if I was thinking 
of women— which I wasn’t," Ballater said, acknowledging 
Ms own lie in an unconcealed smile—"suppose one did 
have a go with some girl up here, well, wouldn’t that be 
inside the brackets, too? The thing wouldn’t drag on,^ as 
it would at home—women are liable to take everything 
seriously if they have the chance. For ever and ever, amen. 
But here there’d be no for ever and ever. When w^e w^ent 
back to England, that’d bring the curtain down short and 
sharp ... not that there are any women in Enkendaal; 
none to speak of any way." 

The last denial, spoken with a forced easiness, show^ed 
to Lewis the direction of Ballater’s thoughts; but Julie’s 
name, which a swift impulse prompted him to speak, w^as 
checked on his lips by a momentary tension of his whole 
being, a shock of self-discovery, that made it impossible 
to speak of her. And it would have been ridiculous to be 
angry, he told himself after a little while, for over Ballater’s 
mind thoughts of women passed like sunlight over water on 
a variable day, and, even if it had been Julie of whom he had 
been thinking, already he had ceased to think of her and 
was saying in the anxious tone of a master of the cere¬ 
monies that, if the Baroness was out, they must turn down 
. the comers of their cards. But how many cards should 
they leave? The Baroness; her stepdaughter, Sophie; the 
. old man himself—Ballater began to count them. "Oh, 

. and I'uiie, too,. I suppose. You know," he added, "they 
' have their own etiquette in this place. We ought to have 
found out the details before we came." 
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Their ignorance was not exposed. At the point where 
the avenue ceased and the approach to the Castle widened 
into a great oval garden, walled for fruit trees on the curve 
farthest from the lakes, they were encountered by van 
Leyden himself, wearing gaiters and a faded black coat 
cut away short over his hips a straight, wiry old n^n 
whose grey beard, trimmed to a long point, gave to his 
face an air of elaborate courtliness strangely contrasted 
with the plain, good-humoured, almost boyish intelligence 

°^“So^you have come, Mr. Alison?” he began, speaking 
Enelish smoothly and slowly as if he were translating his 
thought. “And how do you find the cottage? I hope Kerst- 

holt looks after you-Everyone is out,J beheve, he 

continued as they approached the house. But come m, 
come in, both of you. Mr. Ballater can tell me more about 
sugar-beet until the ladies return.” 

Ballater fell easily into the trap. ^ 

“About that idea of mine, sir- he began. 

Van Leyden chuckled. “It doesnt work, my good 
friend. I told Goof it wouldn’t—but Goof, he knows 

everything better than I do.” 

“But you said you’d never heard—were you pulling my 

^^%Sfater could laugh against himself and laughed novv, 
but van Leyden, who had let slip his little joke ^nmten- 

tionally,ceased to chuckle, blaming himsetf, Lemsthoug^^ 

for hawng allowed a foreigner to see that he had been 
making fun of him. His apple cheeks tightened and bs 
eyes twinkled above them, but he would not laugh. He 
iJd the way into his own roorn—part sittmg^oom, part 

ofEce_and gave his guests chairs and cigars. Detemmed 

ifprSlLL « he began to talk gra.elj of 

agriculture pulling down records from his shelve ^ 
Sutely c£ngiig Jilden to sterling when he mentioned 
JSSfand n'evfr'forgetting to a.k q-stions about^lj 
Wshire acres. Ballater leaned 

having said with becoming modesty that of course ever^ 
thing at home was on a relatively small scale, talked, as 
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landowner to landowner, of the subject that warmed his 
heart and \¥eighted his ¥oice with importance. The old 
man, his duty done, twisted a paper-tveight and, with 
stolen glances towards the window, listened for the return 
of the women who would set him free. 

*^They ought to be home” he said when a silence had 
failen, “Can't think what keeps them.’’ 

Lewis asked whether Julie also was out driving. 

“Julie? I doubt it. I w^asn’t thinking of her. One never 
knows where she is. She may be in the house somewhere.” 
It was spoken not unkindly but in such a tone as made it 
dear that, in van Leyden’s mind, she was separate from 
ins own family—little more than a lodger among them, 
and Lewis, while he drew the Baron on to talking of his 
iibrmn asked himself how she lived in this castle—how 
the English child had grown up here. She must have been 
lonely^tlien, he thought, if she’s a lodger among them still. 

“Juiie promised to be a reader when she was a child,” 
lie said out of his private thought. 

“Ah, indeed. Of course you knew her well in those days. 
I suppose she went her own way then as now.” 

Tliere was no interrogation in the Baron’s voice. He 
was speaking only to cover his unwillingness to be re¬ 
minded of the time when his wife was not his wife. What 
Julie had been he seemed not to care; perhaps his imagina¬ 
tion had never compassed her then or since. She was not 
a van Leyden, and you did not become a van Leyden by 
ninej^ears or by a lifetime spent among them. And yet, 
Lewis thought, he speaks of her with a twinkling affec¬ 
tion, as though she were a pretty toy that it amused him 
to have on his shelf. 


The Baron’s first wife had been his cousin. Allard 
married now and heir to Enkendaal, Sophie who lived on 
unwedded and of whom Ballater had given a sour report 
Jan who was in the Legation at Washington, Goof at the 
Huis ten Borgli—all these were her children, doubly van 
Leydm; but Mrs. Quillan had once been Mejuffrouw 

> 1' 1 Aird and Sophie—and Julie was 

that governess’s alien daughter. Men not by birth only, 
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but in will and mood, Lewis thought, looking into the 
heavy intelligence of van Leyden’s face, which, though 
evidently that of a man skilled in his own business, had 
in repose, when there was no glint of laughter to quicken 
it the dullness of a close and stubborn mind. Above it, 
on a wall of red and gold embossed leather that was 
being turned by the years into a general black, hung three 
portraits in gilt frames—the portraits, beyond doubt, of 
diree earlier van Leydens. In this room, they also had 
dropped pipe ash or snuff on to estate ledgers and done 
the patriarchal business of a burgomaster of Enkendaal. 
They differed in feature; no common physical mark, un¬ 
less perhaps the outward turning of their ears, pronounced 
thatWy were of one family, but relationship was as plain 
in their expressions as in the lip of the Hapsburgs. There 
was a woodenness common to them all, a strange mmglmg 
of toughness and benign irritability. Jealous of their rights, 
but without the spirit for tyranny; rulers but not leaders; 
solid, competent, enduring, dull, they had been masters 
of Enkendaal because, recognizing their limitations, they 
had not looked beyond it. And yet, had there not been a 
van Leyden who resisted the Spamards and died m re¬ 
sistance? “Willem van Leyden,” Lewis asked, did he 
live at Enkendaal?” 

“Which Willem—Long Ears? 

“The one the Spanish burned.” ^ , 

“Ah! the Leyden martyr! No, he didn t live here, ^cept 
for a few months when he was a boy. The Huis ten Borgh 
was his—a fine place in those days; but the Sp^sh—how 
do you say verwoesten} —plunder? sack? ^the Spanish 
sackk it. Wniem lost everything—Ws money, to house, 
his life. Did you know his mother was Scottish, the old 
man added, as if that were needed to explm his ancestor s 
rashness. “And in the Scottish mother there was a streak 
of French—not a safe mixture, eh?’ 

“Not i • 

“Well, your Stuarts couldn’t keep their thrones or their 

heads for ten minutes. What is the g 

if you don’t keep it, and do good with it, and m^e it 
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grow?*’ He picked up another cigar and bit it. ‘'The Fes- 
tons/’ he added suddenly after a gap of thought, “have 
France and Scotland in their blood.” 

Lewis did not answer this, for it seemed to invite no 
answer. Julie’s grandmother had been a Feston, daughter 
of the fourth Marquess of Harbury. Where France and 
Scotland entered into the pedigree, Lewis did not know 
but van Leyden knew and had remembered; in speaking 
of Julie’s descent, he^had given his explanation of her— 
a convenient explanation, this dangerous mixing of blood 
which, when once he had seized upon it, perhaps nine 
years ago, had answered with a magic formula many of the 
questions that she might otherwise have provoked. He had 
had no need to ask himself more about her than he might 
have ^asked about a pet animal of alien breed. Naturally 
incurious, hating the labour of imagination, he had allowed 
France and Scotland to absolve him from it. 

In this rigidity of mind, which was implicit in his tone 
when he spoke of Julie, there was an element so masterful 
that Lewis could at once smile at and admire it. It was the 
defect of a quality without which neither van Leyden him¬ 
self nor his ancestors on the walls could have been the men 
they were—men capable of cutting distractions out of their 
lives as a gardener cuts out weeds, thus enabling the narrow 
plots of ^their^ activity to be sturdy, ordered and fruitful. 
But to Hve with such a man and in a world commanded 
by him? 


i could live with him, Lewis thought. I should admire 

mm ^ I always admire men, even the dullest, who know 
their job and keep their noses to the grindstone. And he 
tound himself envying the rebels in life, not only the great 
rebels whop rebellion was justified by genius but even 
the rash, mistaken, foolish ones, who cut such a sorry figure 
in the world. A queer envy in him! In the past he had 
always been inclined to draw satisfaction from the rash 
Mures of little men who had overshot their mark and be- 

tieen to console him- 
read to approve his own caution, to 

read modesty and virtue into it. And lately, though he had 










CH. II 


THE CASTLE 


95 

learned not to sneer at failure, he had condemned rebellion 
for another reason—that it was the contrary of acceptance, 
which had become for him the rule of life that ho most 
desired to receive. Why, then, when he thought of Julie 
living with the van Leydens, did he envy her those qualities 
of sparkling, wayward vitality which slie must have paid 
for with unhappiness? Little could she have gained by 
them. Unable to answer his question, and wooderiiig at 
himself that he should emy what reason told Mm was 
not enviable, he passed suddenly through one of those 
blank spaces of thought wherein a blinding flash of the 
mind banishes an old subject and admits a new, seemingly 
inconsequent. she were here now, he thought, she’dVe 
huddled in this chair and despise me as she despises van 
Leyden, or respect me as she may respect Mm—or, no, 
not despise, not respect, but pity, with a mocking, con¬ 
temptuous, affectionate pity. She is young. If she were in 
this chair, her suppleness would conform to it; when she 
rose, she would move with a weightless rhythm, as if drawm 
into the air. But I shall drag my feet in, throw my weight 
forward, pitch myself up with a thrust of my hands, if I 
played Rugger still, I should be a veteran. He remembered 
the hands which beside the lake she had thrust into his— 
the spring of the fingers, the interior softness, the mn of 
the blood. He saw his own, lying on the leather before 
him. He had always been a little proud of them—long, 
chiselled, revealing the bone. But the skin at the knuckles 
was losing its elasticity; the nails were drying; soon these 
would be the hands of middle age. With what aloofness 
she would consider them and him! He was set. He was 
grave and set. Like a puppy, she would amuse herself by 
teasing his gravity. And yet: Ten years, he said, ten years 
isn't so much. To be thirty is to be young—van Leyden 
would say sol But he could not persuade himself. In her 
view, he was not her ally—rather, in solid gravity, van 
Leyden's. ‘‘My schoolmaster!" she had said, “My school¬ 
master!" 

He lifted his hands out of his sight and grasped the back 
of his chain 
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Van Leyden was hoisting himself. With compelled vigour 
he crossed the room and dragged at a silken bell-rope be¬ 
side the hearth. In answer to the bell, a butler eiitered 
dressed like an English gardener in Sunday black, but 
wearing white cotton gloves. ’ 

“Tea.” 

It was brought on a large silver tray. Among the tea 
things was a dish of fruit, and van Leyden, when his guests 
were served, began to eat an apple with slow, munching 
ptisfaction, and to talk to Ballater, who was instantly away 
in the Wiltshire orchards, of the cultivation of fruit, almost 
whining in his impatience while Ballater’s discourse con¬ 
tinued but becoming benign again as soon as he had estab¬ 
lished an interruption. He gave his own views loudly and 
slowly, as if he were uncertain whether he could be under¬ 
stood, shaking his head now and then over some perversity 
of Ballater’s like a hairy dog that is irritated by water 
dripping over its eyes. From apples to the library, of whose 
ancient contents he was exceedingly proud; from the library 
to crops; from crops to horses; from horses to pedigrees- 
from pedigrees—but from that subject he never strayed 
very tar, men, horses and apples being rooted in it. Con¬ 
versation dragged on. A map was spread over Bailater’s 
knep; van Lej^en’s voice and his scraping forefinger were 
explaining it. Clouds gathered over the sun, which would 
not appear a^ii that day. Outside the long window a 
cluster of rhododendron bushes was growing stiff in the 
quietened light; on the lowest pane a sparrow, perched on 
the framework w^ scratching and tapping with its beak. 

Stamg at the sky above the bushesf a lalm, vaporom 
Jy, glazed yet, where the clouds were unfolded, with 
winters transparent steel, Lewis fell back from the sllf- 
^mmation that had lately disturbed him into an un- 
froubied repose, upon which the clock, the slow pendulum 
t S w?m^ the spa-ow, the’cracklirg'^^Lyt of 
Tw ’ then, deHcious accents. In the 

midst of this quietness he became aware that standing 

face. She was stooping over him, her expression a 
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laughing demand for silence. None had heard her enter; 
Bailater and van Leyden were close upon tlieir map; like 
a child she would surprise them. For an instant, while she 
hung above him, he was admitted to conspiracy with her, 
and her hands, warm from their gloves, communicated 
with a firm pressure her urgent secrecy— communicated to 
him, yielded to him, a light, exquisite, eager confidence. 
It was as if she had poured her own youth into Mm, as if, 
by her failure to perceive that rigidity of his mind whicM 
he had supposed, separated him from her, she had given 
him her own suppleness, admitting him by a recognition 
of kinship with herself to a life that he had believed to be 
dead. 

For a mompt, having no thought but of wonder and 
pleasure, he did not attempt to rise, and, when he would 
have risen, she held him in his place, moving her head and 
smiling. '‘Don’t let them know yet that I am here,” she 
seemed to say. Indeed, her lips moved as though she were 
whispering, but no sound came from them, and Lewis, 
seeing her face above him and from so unusual an angle, 
felt the wings of unreality touch the instant as if, in the 
fulness of a dream, he were on the edge of a discovery that 
he was dreaming. It “was an experience less than thought, 
more fragile and elusive than accepted feeling—a gleam 
of magic instantly lost; but to him, who had for long be¬ 
lieved himself to be shut out from the lustre of such en¬ 
chantments, it brought an inexpressible delight—the rapt 
but momentary ecstasy of one who has imagined in him¬ 
self again the breath of an expectation long since aban¬ 
doned, of an emotion forgotten and put away. 

Van Leyden now looked over his shoulder and said 
briefly in Dutch: “Just come in?” before turning to the 
map again. But the map was gone; Bailater had risen, al 
smiles. Soon the three of them were on their feet before 
her. 

“IVe been here ages,” she said, “watching! You didn’t 
know, did you?” 

“No,” said van Leyden. “But what if we had?” 

“What if you had? Nothing, I suppose. Except that I 
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might have stabbed you in the back, Uncle Pieter, before 
you had a chance to growl at me.” 

‘"Growl?” said van Leyden. “Wliat^do you expect me 
to do? Dance, because you have come into the room?” 

She -was talking to Ballater, while van Leyden, with 
stiff knees and lower lip thrust out, rocked from foot to 
foot before the fireplace, looking at Lewis now and then 
and making a little grimace as if to say, ""Yes, I know I 
was sharp vith her, but she gets on my nerves. She’s like 
quicksilver.” Lewis, watching her enjoyment of Ballater’s 
easy company, felt, not jealousy, but a slow humiliation. 
It was not that he was now excluded from her intimacy 
but that he had ever supposed himself to have been ad¬ 
mitted to it. The excitement of a moment ago was gone. 
There had been after all no significance in the chance of 
her having shared a childish joke with him. Whoever had 
happened to be sitting in that chair by the door, she would 
have leaned over him and made him her partner in secrecy. 
When she might have a free choice of the man with whom 
she would talk, it was to Ballater she went. So be it. 
Ballater was closer to her in years. 

She was sitting on the corner of a leather fenderstool, 
looking up, her head thrown back, her lips parted. Ballater 
having pretended to scold her for some imagined WTong- 
doing, the colour moved in her cheeks while she answered 
him and her eyes shone; but suddenly her eyes came round 
to Lewis, fingered in some provocative curiosity that he 
could not interpret, and were turned away. She raised her 
voice; Ballater broke into laughter; she joined in it; the 
room,^seemingly, was theirs. Why this little arrogance of 
behaviour—this defiance of the quiet of van Leyden’s own 
place? It \vas contrary to her breeding, and Lewis had 
begun in his mind to blame her for it when he perceived 
that it ^was not deliberate. Embarrassment had touched 
her; this was her unchosen way of release from it. 

I m sorry, Uncle Pieter,” she said. "T’ve invaded your 
territory^” 

He looked at her with puzzled good-humour. “I don’t 
know what s the matter with you to-day. You’re usually 
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quiet as silk in here. D'you know/' he went on, turning to 
Lewis, ‘‘she used to come to this room when she was a 
child and curl up in that chair and sit like a mouse for 
hours. God knows why. I must have been dull company.” 

*T thought you might talk to me,” she replied. ‘'You 
never did.” 

"Well,” said van Leyden, “what was there to talk to 
you about?” 

Ballater, seeing that her face w^as changed, had knotted 
his brow; her seriousness perplexed him. He tried to draw 
her from it, but his light-hearted question missed its mark. 
She was staring at the armchair towards which van Leyden 
had pointed and from it raised her eyes to the window in a 
long abstracted look. Then, with a little wrench of her 
whole body, she roused herself and was Ballater’s again. 
The cloud had passed; van Leyden had not perceived it; 
his hand was on Lewis's arm. 

“Come,” he said. “I promised to show you the library 
since you're interested in such things. We can leave these 
children to amuse themselves.” 

The tower, van Leyden explained as they crossed the 
hall, had been greatly changed since it was built; or, rather, 
not the tower itself, but the approaches to it, for it had 
survived a fire at the end of the eighteenth century by 
which a great part of the old castle had been gutted. Only 
the topmost storey could be reached by the main staircase. 
The lowest—“we dine there when there's a big party”— 
was approached through the drawing-rooms and a long 
series of passages and antechambers. Thence a stair built 
into the thickness of the wall led up into the library. 

“The stair stops here?” said Lewis when they stood in 
the great circular room. 

Van Leyden pointed to an oak door opposite that by 
which they had entered. 

“There used to be another wall-stair going upward. But 
it’s black and slippery—none too safe. Not used now. • * * 
Nor is the library, if it comes to that.” 
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Cleaners and housemaids came here, but none came to 
read. The books and shelves bore no accumulation of 
dust; the thick carpet gave out its faded colours; a broad 
central table, a reading-stand and a couple of shelf ladders 
had been lately polished; a group of padlocked boxes, of 
the_ kind seen in lawyers’ rooms, gleamed still, though 
their black enamel had been dulled by the years; but there 
was no sign of common usage. On the table stood a dried 
inkpot, an empty pen-tray, a pink blotting-pad whitened 
by age, a wooden bowl of rusted pins. Two of the three 
window embrasures, each the size of a small room hewn 
out of the stone, had been used for miscellaneous storao-e- 
dead toys were there, dead skates, a canoe, dead games^in 
battered cardboard boxes, a woman’s bicycle with the 
broken strings of its sidrt-guard dangling in a melancholy 
tnnge over its spokes. 

Van Leyden put his hand on the bicycle with clumsy 
timidity. A sentiment, not a happy one, seemed to compel 
his movement; the machine had over him some power of 
association to which he would not confess. While he 
touched it, he pretended not to know that he was touching 
It and with his other hand waved Lewis’s attention else¬ 
where. But, his thumb catching the lip of the bell he 
could not forbear to press it. There was a grinding sound, 
i^eak an,d tonelps, as if a mile away some iittle. mstv S’ate 
aaci moved on its hinges. ^ ° 

he said. 

A thick word that had become ludicrous, for when a 
urgently needed repair, Dutch 
smants would always stare hopelessly at it and say that 
t was kapotm a slack, indifferent tone which implied that 
no one would ever be fool enough to mend it. Katot and 
wotyfn, the formulae of blank resignation and perpetual 
w seemed to the English ofBcers^to be 

spS bv^v4n%°^ A® of ti^em 

bicycle an epitaph on his first wife’s 

ty^an Leyden did his utmost to be a good host in this 
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treasure-house of his. He pointed to a few volumes of 
conspicuous value; rehearsed dutifully what others had 
told him of them; admitted at last, with a contraction of 
his shoulders and an apologetic movement of his hands, 
that he was not competent to be a guide. “I had an uncle, 
my father’s younger brother—Dirk van Leyden—he’d 
have told you. Used to sit here all day, writing, writing, 
writing. Those tin boxes are full of his stuff. . . . You look 
at it some day—all sorts. Verse even. He sat at that table. 
There’s his inkpot. You see where the carpet’s worn thin? 
He used to shuffle his feet.” 

‘AVhat did he write?” Lewis asked. 

“Oh—ah—all sorts,” van Leyden repeated. “There 
was a professor from Leiden came here once in my father’s 
time. He wanted to publish some of it but my father 
wouldn’t let him.” 

“Why?” 

“Family history.” 

“You feel as he did?” 

“The less one says, the less chance one gives to some 
scribbler who isn’t one of us.” 

“Then it was good of you to say I might see it.” 

“You? But you are not Dutch. It would give you no 
satisfaction to discover some little thing about us and 
build it up and build it up”—^van Leyden spread out his 
hands—“until every school teacher in the country could 
purse her lips whenever our name was spoken, and shake 
her finger and put her eyebrows into her forehead—och, 
you don’t know how much interest they take in us! You 
English are different. You have no curiosity about people’s 
grandmothers. You might be better if you had more of it— 
but not too much, not too much. You forget too quick; we 
remember too long.” 

He touched the tin cases with the toe of his boot. “It’s 
not all uncle Dirk’s,” he said. “There are other manu¬ 
scripts as well. Some of Mary Stuart’s letters—the wife 
of William of Orange. You are welcome, if you wish to see 
them. . . . Then I’ll get the key.” 

Lewis would have stayed him; another journey by the 
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tower-stair was an undertaking for so old a man. But van 
Leyden brushed him aside. ^‘No trouble, no trouble/’ he 
said, and evidently he wished to go—for courtesy’s sake, 
perhaps, no service to a guest being troublesome to a van 
Leyden, but also, Lewis suspected, because the library 
bored him and he was glad of an excuse to leave a book¬ 
worm to a solitary examination of it. 

The library changed when he was gone out, as human 
beings change and reveal new qualities in themselves when 
they are freed of company that is a restraint upon them, 
and Lewis found that the room itself had a value for hirn 
independent of the books contained in it. He was not a 
connoisseur of rare volumes. It was the patience of books 
that he loved, their absolute passivity, which endured all 
things in man. It was a miracle that a book, neglected for 
years, being taken down at last, should sing instantly with 
Shelley’s voice and that the voice should be unchanged by 
all the operations of fortune. And if, while he read the 
argument^ of a master, his attention should wander from 
it and drift away into his own follies or prides, to this 
master he might return unreproved as to no other, books 
having no need to forgive. The argument would be con¬ 
tinued; if he misunderstood, he could turn back and it 
would be repeated—endlessly repeated without irritation, 
without scorn; if he rejected it, he might lay it aside and 
It would not intrude itself, would not complain or threaten 
or protest. It was the godlike aloofness of books that he 
loved. But, as the word godlike struck upon his mind, he 
thought: But we hpe made gods in our own image; they 
are angry or merciful; they pardon or condemn, and he 
remembered how, when he was a small boy, being in some 
way disgraced before his family and having no one to 
whom he might turn, he had found an Irish terrier curled 
up on the stairs in a patch of sunlight and had flung his 
arms round its neck and wept. “Alison, Chepping”—he 
saw again the engraving on the collar and felt the wiry 
hair on his cheek. His comfort then had been, not in any 
godlike qudity, but in the blessed inhumanity of dogs 
in the terner s absolute detachment, more healing than 
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tolerance or pity, from the worldly confusion into which 
the small boy had fallen. The blessed inhumanity of books! 
he said to himself now. That must be their secret for me,* 
Yet their inhumanity must not be coldness; it must be a 
transcending of the heat of life which still dwells in them 
as the heat of the sun may be said to dwell in an oak tree. 
And though, just now, I thought that I loved this room 
better than the books contained in it, without the books 
it would be cold; it would be a tomb. I couldn’t walk up 
and down, up and down, feeling this silence enclose me 
like wings. When I stood still, listening; it would be lone¬ 
liness, not solitude, that enfolded me. 

He began to ask himsejf w’hether long ago, in some 
forgotten dream, he had visited this room, for he seemed 
now, not to have come, but to have returned, to it. If he 
had dreamed of it, how had the dream continued? Weil, 
he thought, struggling against an overpowering mood, 
dream or no dream, I know how reality will continue; the 
Baron will come back with the key—and there is his step! 
But van Leyden did not appear, and the force of indefin¬ 
able expectation resumed its sway over Lewis until he 
knew that the moment through which he was living was 
a gate between a life and a life. Yet he was not unquiet; 
rather did he seem to have entered the innermost court of 
quietness itself, where, like a stream from the ground, a 
fountain of the spirit was rising. He understood that he 
would come again and again to this place, and watch the 
hours and seasons circle about its w^alls, and find, if he had 
constancy enough, such peace as he might carry always 
within him through the world. 

Perceiving how much of fate the room held for Mm, 
how suddenly all the dreams of his life had been gathered 
together in it to be betrayed or fulfilled, he looked at it 
anew as a man will look into the face of the bride to w%om 
his irretrievable pledge is given. The lofty ceiling, the 
prodigious thickness of wall, the long vertical shafts of 
light diffusing themselves at the mouths of the embrasures 
and throwing upon the inner shelves a pallid, wefa-like 
gleam that might have been the earliest evidence of a new 
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the small boy had fallen. The blessed inhumanity of books! 
he said to himself now. That must be their secret for me! 
Yet their inhumanity must not be coldness; it must be a 
transcending of the heat of life which still dwells in them 
as the heat of the sun may be said to dwell in an oak tree. 
And though, just now, I thought that I loved this room* 
better than the books contained in it, without the books 
it would be cold; it would be a tomb. I couldn’t walk up 
and down, up and down, feeling this silence enclose me 
like wings. When I stood still, listening' it ^vould be lone¬ 
liness, not solitude, that enfolded me. 

He began to ask himseE whether long ago, in some 
forgotten dream, he had visited this room, for he seemed 
now, not to have come, but to have returned, to it. If he 
had dreamed of it, how had the dream continued? Well, 
he thought, struggling against an overpowering mood, 
dream or no dream, I know how reality will continue; the 
Baron will come back with the key—and there is his step! 
But van Leyden did not appear, and the force of indefin¬ 
able expectation resumed its sway over Lewis until he 
knew that the moment through which he was living was 
a gate between a life and a life. Yet he was not unquiet; 
rather did he seem to have entered the innermost court of 
quietness itself, w^here, like a stream from the ground, a 
fountain of the spirit w’-as rising. He understood that he 
would come again and again to this place, and watch the 
hours and seasons circle about its walls, and find, if he had 
constancy enough, such peace as he might carry always 
within him through the world. 

Perceiving how much of fate the room held for him, 
how suddenly all the dreams of his life had been gathered 
together in it to be betrayed or fulfilled, lie looked at it 
anew as a man will look into the face of the bride to \¥hom 
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day—these had lately been strange to him; he trembled 
now before their intimacy. But why am I trembling? So 
a monk might tremble, seeing his cell after his final vows 
had bep taken. But this is no cell; I am no monk. This is a 
room in which, with van Leyden’s permission, I shall 
work. No more than that. The old battle between his 
aspiration and the humility to which he had trained him¬ 
self was refought in his mind; he shied away from his own 
vision,^ telling himself that the intimations which had 
swept his being were the intimations of a saint and, there¬ 
fore, presumptuous, unnatural, deceptive in him. Let no 
man be hasty to eat of the fruits of paradise before his 
time, Jeremy Taylor had said. It was a warning to ordinary 
men not to mistake emotion for vision, a warning that he 
would do well to accept. He accepted it now without false¬ 
ness, recognizing his own limitations, but the thought that 
the sojtude of this room was pregnant with discoveries 
T P®* did not seek to repel or deny it. 

i shall be alone here. I shall pursue my task and thread 

perhaps, a contemplative 
We that 1 shall lead; contemplation is too high a word 

bamen ^^^ve a single mind, and no single mind is 

At peace %vith himself and seeing his way before him 
he went to one of the windows and looked out upon the 
lakes. At the end of the farther lake, where the curving 
dm e passed out mto the road, a bare-headed woman was 
standing on the bank—a motionless figure crowned with 
fr?m ® loaded cart came down 

wTni" towards Enkendaal, and 

whim trees at the roadside. The 

TceStheretr^^K vamshed into her lodge. In all the 
mmt kirm Ta s°^nd or movement, no move- 

“g of the treet mo soLTbu^orth" 

rigftyS; o?S ™ 
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and was cut ofF from view at last by the masonrv of the 
Castle. Over it afternoon had begun to fade in a'starless 
sky. Though twilight had not yet come, the distinguishinc^ 
forms of the clouds were dimmed, and the low, wooded 
hill on the opposite bank, from which Lewis had looked 
out on the previous evening, was losing its foreground. 
Among the darkening shrubs green shone here and there 
with a sad brilliance, and on the eyot, when a breeze lifted 
the foliage, little tongues of yellow and green flame appeared 
to move over the branches. The eyot would be"doubly 
beautiful when autumn came. Flarnes would burn in it, 
and beneath a late sun of October the water be fired by 
them. 

Remembering that the earth was at war and that when 
October’s sun was on the lake he might not be there to see 
it, Lewis discovered an intense bliss in the quietness of the 
scene before him. A veil was drawn between him and all 
things external to this scene. He thought of the war as if 
C it had been fought long ago and of his mother and sisters 
as people who had once played their part in the village his- 
^ to^ of Chepping. Imagination of them brought into his 
mind another face, the face of a girl standing before him 
with tears in her eyes and her lip twisted by a grief she 
could not control. Elizabeth: he said the narne aloud. He 
tried to imagine what she might be doing now and to re¬ 
prove himself for having written to her so seldom while 
he was in the fort, and then only to thank her for having 
packed his books and to answer her letters after long inter¬ 
vals. But he could not reconcile her with the present; her 
letters seemed to have been written by a ghost to a ghost. 
Nothing of her remained but the tears she had at last been 
unable to check and had been too miserable to conceal. They 
had rolled down her face, which she had not turned away. 
The recollection of her frozen agony cut him—but like the 
recollection of a scene in a tragic play witnessed long ago. 
Her love and their parting belonged to a dead life, and the 
time in which she had lived for him was faded—was faded 
as his old self was fading while he looked down upon the 
lakes. Here all confusions vsdll be taken from me. I am 
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alone . , , I am alone, he repeated as if by repetition of 
the word he could ensure the privacy of his soul. 

When, beneath the tower window, two small figures ap¬ 
peared on the peninsula and moved out towards the boat¬ 
house, his mind was slow to accept their presence, and it 
was with the reluctance of a sleeper awakening from a 
dream that he identified them. Ballater and Julie. They 
were climbing into a boat, Ballater was going home by the 
short way across the upper lake; he would disembark on 
the opposite bank, wave to her, disappear among the trees; 
she would bring the boat back, Lewis watched them with¬ 
out disturbance—the little figures, the toy boat, the ringed 
puddles where Ballater lazily dipped his blades. 

But they went up the lake, not across it, and, as soon 
as they were lost to sight, Lewis’s mind began to hunger 
alter them. He thought of the air moving on their faces, 
the stiff throb of the rowlocks, the cut of water under the 
boat. Soon Ballater would cease to row, and, resting on his 
oars, ivould look up at the Castle and speak to her. She 
would dabble her hand and shake the drops from it on 
to the opaque surface of the lake. “Cold!” Lewis imagined 
her tone and how there would be a rim of coldness on the- 
warm flesh of her WTist. Last night I kissed her hand, he 
said, and flinched. He saw her again leaning over the back 
of his chair; her breasts had touched his hands; there had 
been a moving pulse in the cup of her throat. 

The library, when he turned back into it, was dark and 
unquiet. He was glad when van Leyden entered, carrying 
before Mm a reading lamp of fluted silver and over his wrist 
a pair of keys joined by a fragile chain. 







CHAPTER THREE 

Lewis and his host came down from the library and 
through the antechambers side by side. In the drawino*- 
room a maid was closing the shutters and a youth in an 
alpaca jacket and felt shoes held a taper in his*^ hand. 

Van Leyden snapped at him in Dutch. ‘‘Not the candles, 
Willem. Two lamps, no more. Oil may be short before 
long." 

“Mevrouw . . Willem began. 

'‘Nonsense. Take your orders from me. . , . And listen. 
The English officer is to use the libraiy^ when he pleases. 
Sometimes morning, sometimes afternoon. See there are 
pens, ink, paper—everything. Wffiat else do you need, 
Alison.?" 

"A waste-paper basket," said Lewis in English, Ms 
Dutch failing him. 

''Prullenmand. ... Dejonkkeer is schrijver. TweeprulleU'- 
mandenT 

''Goed, MijnheerT 

Van Leyden, who still held in his hand the silver lamp 
he had carried into the library, was moving towards the 
door when he jibbed and turned aside, pretending a sudden 
interest in a Troy on that hung on the wall. 

"Give them time to get upstairs," he said, and Lewis, 
glancing in the direction of his alarm, saw a group of three 
standing by a long table in the hall, greyly illuminated by 
the dusk of high windows. The Baroness and Sophie were 
returned; the butler was attending them. Where was Anna? 
Why was she not there to take their wraps? the elder 
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woman was asking, while the younger stood aside, grim 
and silent, with a bleak, curling smile on her lips. * 

Sophie despises this usurper who was her governess 
Lewis said at once to himself, and he imagined that behind 
the slanting eyes and prompting the curled smile was the 
thought: Old Jacob, too, remembers when she was Juffrouw 
Hoek. But Sophie was too proud to give Jacob the con¬ 
fidence of her glance and he was engrossed by his vain 
wish to conciliate the Baroness, holding out his arms like 
white-gloved clothes rails while she piled her belonmn^s 
upon him. ^ ® 

“Who?” she was heard to say while the Troyon was 
examined and the group in the hall was lost to si^ht 
\\ ho.^ U hy can t you speak up, Jacob?” ' 

heard dearly,” said Sophie’s voice. “Jacob was 
reporting, Ella, that the two English officers had called.” 

Have they gone, Jacob 

“They weren’t seen to go, Mevrouw.” 

“Where are they, then?” 

“One went to the library with mijnheer, Mevrouw.” 

And the other? 

1 pause. Jacob seemed to be recovering him- 
self Was he hesitating to say that Julie had gone with 
f m the lane? Though Julie was not van Leyden 

Lewis did not doubt that the sympathy of the men- 
se:^'ants would be with her. ^ t' y men 

MlTromW’ Kerstholt’s cottage. 

Baroness. It was the noise made by a 
small puma before it is sick. “You are so stupid Jacob 
\ on py one thing and the other. Questioning^youiboui 

simples thing is like-but why are we kJtZ da?k? 

always 

Jtf, MevrotizoJ’' 

mst vniir II- ? Tf ^ ™ beginning to think you are getting 
past N our work If you cannot remember-l_» 

Here s the lamp. Here’s the lamp, Ella,” van Leyden 
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called. He turned away from the Troyon, whinneving 
annoyance into the roll of his moustache so that the arev 
hairs reared themselves under his nose. “Baitin<y th" serv¬ 
ants like that. Baiting ...” Lewis heard him mumur as he 
went out into the hall. “Here’s the lamp, mv dear; I took 
it into the library to show Dirk’s papers to Mr. Alison ” 

Lewis was introduced to Sophie. A gently venomous 
woman, he thought at first; then—but a pitiable one, and 
venomous only because she knows that she is pitiable. She 
gave him a hard, limp hand, too old a hand for one whose 
years could not be more than thirty-five; could not be 
more, for the Baroness was forty-five and had been Sophie’s 
governess. Sophie gave him a forced smile which said; 
“It’s useless to smile at you. You won’t like me either. I’ve 
too much experience to hope that you will.” So grey was 
she (though her hair was black and without gloss—like a 
Degress’s hair, but straight and smooth), so grey and tall 
and shabby, that she made him think of a long'moleskin 
coat on a hanger, worn and moulted. “Your friend has 
gone home?” was all she said. “That’s a pity. . . .” And 
long afterwards, with a flash of the whites of her eyes, she 
asked her father; “And where’s Julie, I wonder?”' 

The Baroness held Lewis’s hands between hers. In the 
van Leyden tradition of hospitality she was welcoming a 
guest to the castle of which she \ras mistress, and again 
Sophie’s lips began to curl. Lewis was glad when his hand 
was released. How cleverly, in an attempt to preserve her 
youth, the Baroness had preserved everything except 
youth itself—the yellow hair, the glistening teeth, the 
tight flesh, even the tone of girlish eagerness that her voice 
could still summon. “You must come to tea. When? To¬ 
morrow? Thursday, perhaps? And on Sophie’s birthday 
you must both dine here.” 

As Lewis walked down to the lodge, he saw Julie rowing 
across the lake alone. Ballater must have landed on the 
opposite bank and would be home before him. 

That night, in his bedroom, he turned and returned the 
pages of the Phaedo until his candle overflowed its bowl, 
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for lie wished to observe again, and observe closely, how 
Socrates pursued the theme of the spirit's detachment from 
the flesh, which had dominated his own mind in the library 
of the Castle. It seemed at first that Socrates was at fault. 
Thought was best, he argued, when she took leave of the 
body and had no bodily sense or desire, and he added that 
a true philosopher must have a firm conviction that only 
after death might he find wisdom in her purity. This was 
good reason that a philosopher should welcome death, but 
was it equally good reason, as Socrates appeared to believe, 
that a man, while living, should struggle continually to 
separate soul from body—“to live as nearly as he can in 
a state of death.?” For if separation of soul from body 
was impossible in this world, as Socrates himself allowed, 
would not the body, crying out against the stress of at¬ 
tempted separation, become a more conspicuous part of 
consciousness than when the impossible detachment was 
not attempted? 

^ Folding the book against him and leaning back on his 
pillow, Lewis wondered what the answer of Socrates 
wmuld be. “Each man must strike his balance between soul 
and body according to his nature,” Socrates might say, 
but this reply would be in conflict with his own argument 
that men should study “to live as nearly as they can in a 
state of death.” For, to live in a state of death, Lewis 
thought, is to seek not a middle way, but an extreme; it is 
to separate and unbalance, not to balance, the soul and 
the body. In this Socrates is an extremist, he said, picking 
up the^ book, and runs on the same path with mediaevd 
asceticism. 


that true? He looked out across the dark room 

quesaoningly, as though the philosopher were before him 
and he might read his face. He felt that he had been arro¬ 
gant, and must certainly have been blind, in thus disputing 
ft whom it was necessary only to understand. How 
o en Deiore hadhe, in common with Socrates’s own disciples, 
manned that he had his master in a comer! He turned 
back the pages that he might follow the argument again, 
and, as he read, he saw that there were indeed logical dis- 
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crepancies in it, but that its wisdom survived its faults as a 
great character survives its errors. If I compare phrase with 
phrase, he said, I am led astray by the opposition of words 
the words soul and body having such a cloud of meaning 
attached to them as darkens their use. Words are elastic 
symbols; they yield differently to differing tensions of 
thought; and though I may imagine that I can trip Socrates 
with a quibble, it is I who fall, not he, for his intention is 
plain—that each man ought to cultivate “the habit of the 
soul gathering and collecting herself into herself from all 
sides out of the body; the dwelling in her own place alone, 
as in another life, so also in this as far as she can.” That 
last phrase, “as far as she can,” marks the difference be¬ 
tween Socrates and the mediaeval ascetics: To them the 
body was evil; they schooled themselves to hate and destroy 
it; and, finding that it was indestructible except by death, 
they allowed their hatred of the supposed evil to grow 
until it became a corruption of the cherished good. To 
Socrates the body, though often evil in its effects, was 
not of itself evil; it was evil only in dominance; it was 
to be mastered, not destroyed; and the problem of a good 
life was that of learning how to subdue the body while it 
lived. 

That, Lewis thought, is the doctrine of Socrates as 
nearly as I can understand it, and he put out his candle 
and lay down, believing that he was ready to sleep. But 
his mind remained active, slowly approximating philo¬ 
sophic debate to his personal life and relating it to emotions 
of which he was scarcely aware. The argument of Socrates 
seemed to depend upon two things—first, upon belief in 
the immortality of the soul, and, if that were assumed, then 
upon a belief that body and soul were opposed to each 
other. The first belief is implanted in me, Lewis thought; 
I could not if I would, rid myself of it; but I am not per¬ 
suaded that soul and body are in opposition. 

Is it not possible, he asked himself as he lay in darkness, 
that the body is an instrument of the soul, not merely a 
limitation upon it that we must study to outgrow? Is 
human love a limitation upon the soul? Socrates seemed 
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to think sOj for he said the body 'Tils us full of love and 
lustSj and fears, and fancies of all kindSj and endless 
fooler\n^^ Endless foolery! Lewis wanted to ask Socrates: 
Is it not possible that the Body is too inclusive a word 
and that we ought rather to think of bodily things as 
being of turo kinds—those bodily things that serve the 
fiesii only, and those that serve the soul as well as the 
fiesh: The first kind ought indeed to be subordinated; 
the mind^ought not to be given to them; like the acts 
of breatiiing and walking, they should produce neither 
pleasure nor^pain nor any awareness of themselves. But 
the second kind are the contributions of this life to the 
growth of the soul and, though they ought to be regarded 
not as of themselves valuable but as being of a contribu- 
torv value only, we ought not to despise them or confuse 
them with the first kind. And it is part of the duty of a 
philosopher to decide what bodily things are of the first 
kind, spiritually valueless, and what of the second kind, 
spiritually contributory. And I would say that human love 
is sometimes of one kind, sometimes of the other. Nor is 
the distinction by any means made clear by the presence 
or absence of carnal desire. A mother’s love for her child 
is not, within her consciousness, carnal, but it may never¬ 
theless^ be a love that occupies her mind with earthly 
aspirations and prevents the growth of her soul; if so, 
however selfless, it may be without spiritual value. And 
a man s love for a wroman, though one of the expressions 
^ it be carnal, may be the very air in which his soul grows. 
The distinction is hard, so hard that, in making it, reason 
combats experience; instances appear that contend with 
every rule, and we fall back at last upon intuition, choosing 
to make our way by the sun of poetry rather than by the 
map of argument. 

_ He passed the next day and the next in desultory read- 

mg ano^speculation at ease, content that, while he wmndered 
tiOne through the countryside, his mind should take what 

course it would. It was as if he were a very young man full 
^ opportunities and unfettered in his choice of a way of 
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life. Leisure and freedom, coming to him now after he had 
supposed that they had passed him by or that he, in years 
and responsibihty, had stiffened beyond the enjovment of 
them, brought with them the wonder of a miracle and 
again and again he would be delighted, not by the fruit of 
thought, but by the discovery that thought had become 
his natural companion. Ballater, returning from the Huis 
ten Borgh or from a sketching expedition with Julie, would 
ask: “What have you been doing all day?” and, being 
answered with the truth, say that if Lewis had been 
writing a book or reading for an examination he could 
have understood this determined solitude, but that as it 
was- 

“What on earth do you do with yourself?” he asked. 

But Ballater could be tolerant of a friend who differed 
from himself and was amused and made curious by 
Lewis’s drifting way. 

“Julie wanted to come in here with me/’ he said one 
evening. She has an idea that you’re hiding from every¬ 
one. I told her she’d better leave you alone.” 

“What did she say to that?” 

“She laughed and asked why—were you asleep?” 

“And you said?” 

“That as far as I could make out you were in some kind 
of a dream of your own. Anyhow I kept her out. I was 
right, wasn’t I? You don’t w^ant her in here?” 

Lewis said yes, he had been right; but, hearing in 
imagination how Ballater and Julie had laughed together 
over him, he understood that his drifting was perilous, 
and determined that henceforth he would pursue regularly 
the task that had engaged him in the fort. But he was still 
without an established routine of scholarship as he walked 
with Ballater to the Castle on the evening of Sophie’s 
birthday. 

“Why are you so determined to keep Julie out of the 
cottage?” Ballater asked. “You don’t dislike her?” 

“No. I don’t dislike her.” 

“Well?’^ 

Against his reason, beyond his knowledge of himself, a 
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defensive anger stirred in Lewis. “Why did she want to 
come in?” he cried. “She’s shallow and vain and cruel. 
'\¥hy on earth should she want to disturb me?” 

Ballater stared and laughed. “Good God, what’s the 
matter with you? You don’t mean that! Shallow and vain 
and cruel!” 

Lewis perceived at once the extravagance of his words. 
They had been drawn from him by some thought that he 
could not now recognize as his own. 

“No ” he said, “I didn’t mean it.” 

“Anyhow it’s not true.” 

“No. It’s not even true.” 

In the drawing-room of the Castle he felt that his words, 
and the secret, indefinable impulse that had prompted 
them, made it hard for him to look at Julie. There was a 
double guilt upon him—of having betrayed his solitude 
with tlmoghts of the woman, of having struck and abused 
the child, for the childlike aspect of her was one from 
which he could not escape. Certainly he could not escape 
from it now. The van Leydens and their friends disre¬ 
garded her as they would have disregarded a child toler¬ 
antly ad,mitted to their adult company. A knot of them 
was gathered on the hearthrug, another by the stiff 
brocaded window-curtains on the farther side of the room; 
sometimes the edges of these groups broke away and a 
guest with a deliberate air of strolling at his ease would 
pass from hearth to window or window to hearth, jerking 
up Ms chin and tugging at his waistcoat before launching 
hiniself into the intervening continent of gilt and beeswax, 
Allard van Leyden, while making one of these social 
journeys, checked himself at the great circular table be¬ 
neath the unlighted candelabra. He looked into the mirror 
standing there, frowned, hoisted his chins out of his collar 
and resettled his tie. 

he said amiably, “been out riding much?” 

4.1. ®pch, Julie answered, and he passed on towards 
me Dearskin rag to explain to his sister, who was receiving 

congratulations on her birthday, why his gift to her had 

oeen delayed. His tail-coat set in a horizontal rack over Ms 
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thighs; there were tufts of black hair and a signet rincr on 
the fingers interlaced behind him; there was finality iif the 
back he turned on Julie the finality of a cart-horse with 
its head in a bag and its mmp turned outward from its 

stall. Those who stood with him were as firnilv set_his 

wife, Madame Allard; Goof, solidly handsome, with long 
dark lashes, a moustache trained upward from a straio-ht 
mouth and his father’s high, apple cheeks; Sophie, whose 
sallow forehead and suspicious eyes were almost on a level 
with Allard’s; and three friends whom Lewis had not 
seen before, a youth named van Arkel with curled canarv 
hair and a white face that his feminine hands were forever 
touching—an Aguecheek twitching his pedigree; Count 
Sordel, a gruff barrel of a man whose voice and laughter 
seemed to be echoed in the bowels of the earth; and Corrie 
Sordel, pretty as a squirrel, highly coloured as a doll, 
but considered unfortunate, Baiiater murmured, because, 
though she took no exercise and drank chocolate, only her 
ankles were fat enough to satisfy Dutch requirements of 
ample bepty. They were discussing the blockade, for 
Allard’s gift to Sophie had been delayed by it. 

'‘Oh, I do think it a shame!” said Corrie. “Poor Sophie, 
how disappointing!” 

“It will come in time,” Sophie answered. 

“Unless,” Sordel observed, “the fishes have it” 

“But why Dutch ships should be hindered I don't 
understand.” 

Goof remarked that it was the fortune of ivar. Allard 
said that he agreed—unquestionably it must be considered 
in that light, but he wished that he could get some English 
playing-cards. The groups gathered a little closer to hear 
how, while playing bridge on Tuesday evening, Allard, 
being strong in spades but weak in diamonds, had tried to 
indicate to his partner that- 

“But, of course,” said the canary-haired youth, “one 
does need to be accustomed to one’s partner, doesn’t one? 
Like marriage, isn’t?” 

“You can’t say ‘isn’t’ in English to end an interrogative 
sentence,” Goof remarked. 
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‘‘Of coursCj you can. N'est-ce pas? Niet waar? Every 
language has it.” 

“Not English,” said Goof. 

“Let's ask Julie,” Corrie suggested. 

“No, no. Leave Julie. She has her English boots on 
to-night,” Allard said without moving his back. “Goof is 
right. A4Ryliow, Julie knows no more than the rest of us 
about English. It's only a bit better than her Dutch. She 
hasn't really a language at all, though she speaks four of 
them.” 

“Mustn't it be funny,” said Corrie, “not to belong 

anywhere?” 

There was a pause. All the horses shifted in the stable, 
considering the humour of the filly excluded from it. 

“Napoleon did not belong anywLere,” Goof observed. 
“Whenever I think of Napoleon, I always think how sur¬ 
prised he must have been to find himself married to Marie 
Louise. It must have been for him the climax of his career, 
though he'd have been the last man on earth to admit it.” 

The significance of this saying made its way slowly into 
Lewis's mind. The Baroness had drawn him aside to show 
him^ a case of ancestral miniatures, being particularly 
anxjous that he should notice a frame of diamonds in 
which one of them w^as set, for on the top of the frame was 
a little basket of diamonds and rubies—“not a flower- 
basket as you might suppose,” said she in the explanatory 
tone of an official guide—“not a flower-basket, but a 
guillotine basket. She was French, though she looks 
Spanish, and Pieter's—how do you say it?—Pieter's great¬ 
grandfather saved her, and brought her out of France, 
here to Enkendaal. And when they were married. . . . The 
rubies represent blood, I always think—blood from the 
basket. .. And more than a hundred thousand florins the 
frame is worth, . . 

“Napoleon did not belong anywhere,” said Goof's 
voice, a pronouncement as unexpected as a pistol shot. 
i\hile the Baroness had chattered of blood and rubies, 
Lewis had been fascinated by the heavy dreariness of the 
..conversation behind him, for he seemed to be overhe.aring 
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not the pamcnUr d:e!orje of a patticular even-no, b-Jt the 

tfa thotLnJ 

1 ^-*ore ainner, inevKreir 

each other so we^i tnar t-e- r^^-l ^ 

so carefully traia.ed ir. 

silent, so nurtured in a tradition 

could not cease to be afebie. All niuht they woild c2l 


tinue; all night?—all 


continued to tel! how, be-n"f s‘''C-dd'‘-d ^ 
diamonds they had triedto^'indkale'to"a partneT A?had 
not been ‘one of us” that .. But you ne^d t; kriw ^ 
partner like marriage, isn’t: Alarnage? Out of the deaths 
of Sordei the rumbling recogr.ition of wit inherent i?the 
veiy word Out of hlademoiselle Corrie a tink’Tnt db-- 
A growl from Ahard. and from Goof a brisf\s^;Tn 

’1 eveiy- hoot m the stable thudded it's 
muffled applause; every hoof but Goofs and Goof perhaS 

not fnsky, but a dictator on the hearthrug, 'the exolSt 
mte ligence of the family, with a shre^vd cSntempt for a 
youth whose feminine fingers were for ever stroking a pale 
cheek. The essay m grammar had not a pedantic pLpose- 
It wasa way of tahngthe wind out of the sails of wit felt 
to be mtmsive and disturbing. Into this conversatffln no 
disturWce might enter. It was the conversation not of 
men but of the hearthrug, of the quarter of an hour before 

that had ever been_ eaten m the Castle of Enkendaai It 

ancestral, and Goof, having his 
^ presiding over it, 

Alustn t it be funny not to belong anyivhere?” 

uf ^ enamel frame on the extreme right was, 
he thought, a pretty one, and looked over his shoulder to 
see Juke standing where Allard had left her, turning and 
tomng the edges of an old copy of the Berliner Ta^ebh^, 
and he saw her run ahead of him through the Harburv 
meadows and throw herself down in the dfpple of a beS 
tree. So deeply now was she withdrawn into that 
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she seemed to have no eves fnr r> 

Httle knot that surroun?ed van fo’’ the 

to have neither sight nor knowIeH?^ r window; 

invisible to them, lallater was leaving 

approaching her. She looked uT sloke to 
movement and speech did not ^ to him, but her 
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^ Alubtn t It be funny to belong nowhere?” 

.Napoleon didn’t belong anywhere’’ Pn.f 

and while Lewis bent aaain over ^ remarked, 

to understand that this%aying whichfof h^“’ 
endowed by irrelevance with thfiL;" been 

barrassment to him.” ^ great em- 

are so obsessed^^”^ upstarts don’t notice. They 

•kf7 ™lice aitStoS” Allard. “I tlii„t 
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wants It. dut fo- n-.^ tj w..-*,*!' ’l"- ’* ■• - '"-'a 

to s^cep and wake np wker'it'W”'.’f*'" 

He toought tkat the m-.n -v t/-’ . : '’I'*'-" 

bristles of trie neck revo'veh a ^;er. The 

head scented about to turn ‘ H y " .rW" -he 

voice, tc.e voice of a frightened 

drawing of breath- ^ with a sharp 

Lewis. If by any chance——” 

lie laid his hand on her^ f 

ghosts, is steadied by a’famih'-.r / T*' s-en 

was still She was silent while and 

silent while the van Leydens beT VfH to-«r and 
“I %TOnder,” she said sL,T ^oup. 

brought you into Holland of all mef on hS?’ 







CHAPTER FOUR 


When Lewis opened his eyes next morning and saw the 
leaves of the birch tree outside his bedroom window flutter¬ 
ing in full sunshine, his mind was filled with a delicious 
strangeness as if, for a reason that he could not remember 
the world had been transformed since last he awoke to it! 
“Reeve, how late is it? Why are we being called so late?”' 

‘_‘?vlr. Baliater, sir, he left orders you was both to have 
a lie-in this morning, seeing you was at the Castle last 
night.” 

The sun had long been up; it was the light in the room, 
then, that had made the world seem unfamiliar. But it is 
not the light in the room, Lewis thought, that fills me with 
gladn«ss, but a light within me; and as memory ordered 
Itself in his pyakened mind he remembered his putting his 
hand on Julie’s, her quivering response, her obedient quiet¬ 
ness. The pleasure he had in this recollection was one of 
relief and discovery— of discovery that Julie w^as not iso¬ 
lated from him by her gaiety and youth; of relief and 
wonder that in a human contact he had not failed. For 
since his father s death, he had given to tlie world few in- 
dicatioiis that the man of business he seemed to be the 
discreet elder brother, the careful, regular, accountable 
citizen, was mdeed a creature of his will, not the expression 
of his nature; and this schooled reticence of which, as it 
became habitual he had ceased except on rare occasions 
to be aware, had frozen him so that he could not give of 

^ woman; 

his power to give had been recognized by her; and through¬ 
out the evening by a thousand magical communications of 
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her reliariice she had 
herseih There had '?eea . 
of corihdtnce, ao cerrji:, 
drifted^ vrhh a hdf-ro :drr 
association in the 


i him into an intimacy mi 
rr if secrtts, n ) spihi 
sentnnent bat that wh: 


3 


It, riut oi 


, j r t ^."'■ n*'*''-- Lovwds reme^^ 

oe.ec, of tr.e Oc}5iey anc s:.e r.ni exei^iineJ that she hid 
forgotten mimt little Greet she had hnr/.vm rrmst 

teach me again/’ and he nod id rid h^; the Greek 
characters would looin vvri‘nen in Cer hcnd.^'dhirmv cwr 
Greek is stale/’ he had ? id, ^T :: Grjtk/but I 

can t read it as a sciiOiar. tme nad cniea htt. what w^rk 
he intended to do while he was in ErdnmdaaL *hlre von 
going to write a book?’’ 

I m preparing to write one-—but the prenaratioii merios 
more to me than the book.” 


“Why?” 

Eou^are like Ballater,” he had answered with a lauTn. 
He can t understand why anyonec^vho isn’t actually writing 
a book or reading for an exam., should want to be alone as 
I do. 


“But why do you want to be alone?” Julie had asked. 

I go for solitary’' walks by myself and ride by myself but 
sometimes, I think, Fm almost afraid of being alone.” 

^ Perhaps I like it for the same reason that you he afraid 
of it. We want to escape from ourselves— you into companv 
and I . . " 

“Well?” 

. And I into a solitude where self is lost. \^Tiere I 
confront it and see through it.” 

*‘That’s like you, Lewis, my dear,” she had said with a 
smile. “And may no one follow you?” 

“No one can. That particular phantom one hunts alone.” 

How she had answered this, he did not know, but he re¬ 
membered that a look of fear had come into her eyes which 
faded as she spoke of indifferent things and returned when 
she said abruptly, as if she supposed him to be familiar 
with the sequence of her thought: “Lewis, I had a letter 
from Rupert to-day. From the front. He’s hunting your 
phantom, too.” 
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A sudden embarrassment had seized their conversation 
and to put an end to silence he had asked: 

“Is your husband a philosopher?” 

“All Germans are to some extent. It’s a part of th ■ 
sentment—or their sentiment’s a part of their philosophy ” 

“This letter? I haven’t opened it.” And she had ad^ .1 
deliberately, as if she wished him to question S- 

it cm?”"’’' ™°”' “ 

“But why?®^ 

“Because. . . Some day I’ll tell you, Lewis Not no, 

I m happy to-night just talking to you.” 

- as the scene drifted throup'h hi<? mmri ■fT-. 

a gap in Lewis’s recollection, aXot he 

were breakfasting together, Ballater saying- “You^Sj: 

^^st night?” ^ 

^ What on earth makes you say that?” 

^ ought you were feeling rather out of it You oi 

tL^am^ ^ ^ to anyone else And 

the amusing thinv was that «ho lit^ "^ one else. And 

I had intend?d to take 

to do some sketching with her ButT’Tl Goof’s and 
Hi go to the Huis ferPot I 7 ‘ ^ ^ Sive her a lesson. 
w-he| lam, don’t vou teW 

™ her off Shi 

tad a fight to keep her efd up ” “’^st have 

Sorn for her," Ballafcr Solainrod, Us hands „„ dre 
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steenr-v:heel “Sirce sh.e h.arJ t’-,c Wiltshire place, 
shes oe.^a^-ed l:.:e a wCi-preser.-ei litres. ,,ho expected 
me to n-.a..;e love to her h--: -.v-vi’j scratch me if'l did. 
S.)e s a snoD t: ever there rva? cr.e. She's more ran Lev.ien 
than tne van I eve.ens Le-k at E-d-r marria-e 

to -Nr.-v:tz bou car. het v ,r hfe s'-, cnpi-ietrcd it. The 
^arvi.z^iann.;- are ont ot the tm dr even bv the 
L^vdens o-vn rtc -^nmc Xc- she’s m- n cr-tr.-law tv a 
Xanvuz—a hr.e sLr i.n t'ae eve f- - t»'n’s w’-at 

matters to her. Ari v-. t r,w, ^ *“ " 

1 h* t j --e 5 niarnea to some 

BccOe sne ne\'er thonhs aoeuth’ 

^*Does she never think of liim?” 

“Well,’’ said Ballatcr, “I know her -'rettv vCl bv 
now. Shed talk to me about him ;f the 'talked to 
anyone. 


_ Half the morning had passed when Ballater was eonc 
m less than two hours Reeve would be rinsing his'little 
handbell _ to announce another meal; and t.o''avoid the 
interruption Lewis thrust his head through the open 
window of the kitchen and said that he wanted no luncheon 
to-day—he was going to the librarv at the Castle and would 
not be back until evening. 

There was blue sky abo've the Castle, and, between the 
avenue, the wlieeling sections of 
the lake held streaks of blue in their grev ripple. This 
IS how spring comes in Engknd, Lems thought, when 
spring has been delayed; at night you go to bed remerri” 
DCTmg the winter and in the morning summer is come. 
1 he grass at the foot of the trees was bright and fresh; 
ydiow and white flowers had sprung up among it; and 
where the sun fell on the barrel of the tower, the dark 
masons and the creeper mounting it threw out a radiance 
of gold and ^green by which the water was enriched—the 
water and, it seemed, the air above the water, for the 
atmosphere of that morning, particularly in its contact 
with the surface of the pools, was charged with a golden 
cmaiescence; the windows of the Castle shone with it and 
the plumage of birds was washed in its brilliance as thev 
passed through the air. Soon it will be May! Lewis began 
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to count the April days, and, thinking that the war must 
certainly be decided before the third winter, he imagined 
the tranquillity of his own summer spread out before him 
Even the summer would end. He looked at the trees, the 
Castle, the flickering water, seeing them all as parts’of a 
\^mshmg interlude in the reality of his own life; and that 
they might not escape him he halted in the avenue, listen¬ 
ing to the rustle of an unseen bird in the foliage but ’hearing 
time drumming in Ms ears. ® 

Out of this dream he lifted himself and went forward 
in the tower, the sound which was now a part of the rest¬ 
lessness of the spring day would become the faint w'hisper 
of a perpetual waterfall, independent of the rhythm of 
time. He longed for this sound, and when he had been 
admitted to the Castle and was mounting the staircase of 
the tower, he listened for it, his hand cold on the stair- 
wall, and not hearing it yet, ran forward until he stood 
among the books, and the waterfall came to him like a 
mumiEr from witliiii the shelves. 

Here indeed the hours went by in untroubled calm, there 
being in old books, as in a country churchyard, so deep and 
natural an acceptance of mortality, that to handle them 
passions, their urgent persuasions, 
now dissipated now silent, is to perceive that the pressure 

the^soirif ^ ^ “ the great leisure of 

the spmt. As one who lingers among tombs, though at first 

weighed down by the evidences of death, is at last soothed by 
so great a witness to its insignificance and finds wings in hil 

is among 

SfSf f f ^ in which all endeavour 

tW vS destined, to a high, winning exaltation. In 

Sfcold bTtherf ^eats 

toIcS freed imperishable 

■ . - treed oi their temporal occasions, even the great love 

songs having transcended the flesh that begot theS a Jd 

arrows aimed Safnst 
^ others are madeljfrds 

of the air fiy out of the archer’s sight aboveThfbS 
compelled by the necessity of faith. On earth time is 
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in"vinciluicj He ssvs. T*HerefnTP T r*^#- u. *. • r - 

bw draw rjy bow o, a veoSo wSfe fte "^-‘f 
know not, but into an -»■- :* ^ goes I 

raise and sustain it. " ^ toere are powers to 

In these thoughts Lewis was cuie^er.ed He <^n-rr, 
volume after %-olume from th" so'p’.-p- rt’^ ^ ” 

in many iantnia'^es bu^ ti' 

French "than m Dutch. He'-e' bp°" ^ w ? EaOgiish and 
of great range, but, above aff an ^ ’jbraiv 

centurj" and, seeing that manv nf ‘h"''k ®'’^’^‘’^teenth 

but came from theVress W or "f 

eluded that Dirk van Levden'had rr^i ' ^1°’ 

work-a histo^r “r 

and had indnstrionsly added to the‘l:r"°f!;P'v*P®~ 

cestors had bequeathed to him that his an- 

S&T#"’k^rf wide enSh-1o!Ta^4: 

of the books looked upon Endand Hi- ^ 

Purirln ^ilnrD^'gn 

there’s material here forfhe study oflhem aU Hr^r’ 

fnendly sympathy with Di-t 7r -“e felt a 

EnghshHfethath^WfasdnatedSm'H- • 

continued to hover over the seSn^;?" 

with a volume of Evelyn in his hands he Aought^\vSn 

^”t*'j£id ™ “M. Bienheimha”b^ 

hallt te^irS”1.?ersa'’^nSr ^^“4“ 

STe'he"''^ '■11'’““ “saged in TheS^J 

of the period. What a story might be written of3^ 5 

P?^^^P.®’ 2 numerous family, divided 

and re^vided agamst itself by conflicting Io?iSr It 
ene end of the tale would be A conservaLS-SfiA 
odd conservatism-^f the surviving Elizabethans JrS 
p^ents m the opening scenes; at the other, the cMIdren 

“^tury would be looking back with 
cultivated mdifference on the moral heats of tie past; and. 
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in the midst, would be that complex struggle of conscience 
which c^ave its character to seventeenth-century England. 
There were men living to-day who had seen greater and 
swifter changes, hut it was not the extent of the change 
in the seventeenth century which attracted Lew'is but 
the nature of it—a change from within, he reflected, the 
root of the contest having been in men s minds, not in their 
material conditions. Trivial, greedy, vain, ignorarit—men 
of the seventeenth century could be all these things; he 
did not shut his eyes to the follies of the period; it w_as 
not for anv supposed romantic perfection that he loved it, 
but for the close contact that it allowed between philo¬ 
sophy and affairs, and for its recognition, which began to 
wane with the Restoration, of a certain aristocracy of the 

spirit. . . 

What a stor}% if one had sympathy and_ imagination 
enough to tell it! Though he did not think of himself as a 
story-teller and the tale would never be written by him, 
die "idea of concentrating while in Enkendaal on the 
seventeenth century and using some group of characters 
as a vehicle of research leapt up in his mind and burned 
steadiiv there. He seemed to have come upon the immedi¬ 
ate task he had been seeking as part of his greater under¬ 
taking. In imagining the life of the past and striving to 
penetrate the minds of particular indiUduals, he would 
move towards apprehension of the whole period, and, 
while he linked generation with generation and entered 
into their dreams, he would lose himself in the antique 
thought. With a pile of books beside Hm, he sat in one of 
the embrasures so that the w'indow light was easy on hia 
page and began to read the Silex Scintillans: 

Quite spent with thoughts I left my Cell, and lay 
Where a shrill spring tun’d to the early day. 

I beg’d here long, and gron’d to know 
Who gave the Clouds so brave a bow. 

Who bent the spheres, and circled in 
Comiption with this glorious Ring, 

What is his name, and howr I might 
Descry some part of his great light. 
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I szrr.TT.o?.^ 1 n 
Broke im 5"*:ro 
Her 

Where e!! 
I nheJ cr 
'0'"’ 

Traces, or 



ah Irar st .to, 

" - t. : he’d before, 

rr I:e.H 


at last 


SoiTjeumeSj w ren lie raise i e.:s eced thoit a thou^fit 
might resolve or e coder.ee dechre ' hr hh ^^ 

heard the v-aterthh, b-.: ..'o'. the -.rh: Orh'vav 

and the ^emus or \ arenar spread vrrr's 

. A O dtiiSUI 

the passing hours* 


HiS e\es were not upon his bocsi when, the larper of the 
two doors to the librar}*—the door bv which he himself 
had entered—swung open, and Juiie/witiiuLit knowledge 
of liis presence, crossed the room, carrying in her hand a 
volume that she returned to its place, ikr'ore the shelf she 
stood, her arm raised, her body stretdied. He spoke her 
name, and, as she heard it, a tremor passed visibly threrngh 
her limbs, and, dropping her arm, she turned, not with the 
wrench of surprise but with the supple alertness of a fawn 
that, hearing an unexpected sound, swings to it and listens. 

The world came with her, but not instantly, not fulhu 
Lewis was looking at her out of a profound detaciimcat 
and, though he recognized^her and spoke her name, he 
Tvas still seeing her in isolation from the circumstances of 
her world—seeing not Julie Narwitz, not the Engiish- 
woman who lived at the Castle and whom he had iuiown as 
a child, not even the ^rl whose mtimacy had been so un¬ 
expectedly won last night, but a being that seemed to be 
in part the creature of his thought, to have emerged from 
his owm imagination—a lovely body caught in the air, eyes 
filled with a w^ondering inquiry that reflected his own 
wonder, hands clasped on the breast—not this woman, 
not woman even, but speed suspended, movement per¬ 
petuated in stillness, a grace borrow^ed from light itsell 
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The mist of illusion passed from her. The world ap¬ 
peared and she with it. But she was not for him as she had 
been; and would not be again. 

He asked: “Did I frighten you?” 

“No, but I was thinking of you when you spoke, and 
your voice seemed to come out of w'hat I was thinking.” 

“Weren’t you choosing a book? Your finger was crooked 
to pull one down.” 

Still, she said, I was thinking of you. I knew you 
had been in the library this morning. I supposed you’d 
gone_ home since then. And, when you spoke, I was 
imagining you alone in your cottage, and wondering what 
book you had chosen to read, and thinking that I’d almost 
lest the habit of reading and must teach myself. .. 

Her speech, that some powerful emotion was driving 
towards the edge of confession, became breathless and 
ceased. 

“You must have been here five hours,” she said. “Have 
you had no food? What have you been working at?” 

He answered that he had been passing from book to 
book, and told how an attempt to recreate in his mind the 
life of the seventeenth century had seemed to him a useful 
concrete prelude to-” ’ 

“A story?” she cried before he had finished speaking 
V* hat was to be the plot of his story? W’ho was the heroine 
*0 ^ Royalist or a Parliamentarian?” 

“My heroine? I hadn’t thought of her.” 

there must be a woman!” Julie exclaimed. 

I here d be no story without her.. .. The men would be 
spinning their theories and she’d be pretending to, pre¬ 
tending, I mean, even to herself; but all the time she’d be 
living h&T own life and seeing the men as men, apart from 
their theones;_ seeing into the men themselves—right 
through the principles that divided them.” 

A romantic heroine!” Lewis said 


She w'as sitting on the floor, her feet curled under her. 

Her supporting hand m a patch of sunlight that lay on the 
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prpet, arid, as they talht-i. the st;?. rarved to her shcrlder. 

her thrctit, Ler breait -mi ?:ie, e^Telmir:: her ?ave "'I'ere 
Lerrh^'s shni j'v iliT i,."’ he.**' 

feie discu^sei hi? fipri 'ei s^^t; ;.:th dirr, ’vhfeh bv n 
had became her “ton*, and th^n:h she ’ves sn c! .hC to h:n; 
and seemed tc enjey his cjinpany, he not but 

obsen'e hon* re-^r mas her harit ■“£ mini fmm hi? omn. 
He saw thy seyerth ‘nth cert my from the 7 ont vievr 
the Enyhsn nomn.o-:hi?s: h:r p irr* se ooms to see it mhnle, 
and, correcting Lis prejudices Vrhen he was aware of them, 
to form a balanced judytment of :t. She,tooyr-oEd balance 
judgement in her mind, but could not in her heart. She 
would admit the King’s enreusen; Cromwehh cf course, 
had right on his side; but stiii, when intehcctuaily she had 
given Cromwell Ms due, he remained for her an intruder 
into a drawing-room, a foreign element that had thrust 
itself into the continuing reality of life. She speke of the 
Great Rebellion as if it were a storm that had Mown open 
the drawing-room window and wrought havoc before it 
could be shut out again—a natural and inevitable storm, 
perhaps, and one that had had the merit of clearing the air, 
but a storm that in the course of Nature was bound to 
exhaust itself, a rough, exceptional pheriomeiion. Reality 
to her was the social life of privilege. Her view was not 
narrow or arrogant; she was trained in sympathy with those 
whose lives lay outside her own; she admired artists, poets, 
philosophers, and said that she often wished that she had 
been brought up to a profession, but when with genuine 
feeling she had discussed Vaughan's poetr}^ she asked at 
once whether he was related to the Vaughan who was at 
Agincourt, and after they had been speaking of Comus she 
wondered on what terms of intimacy hlilton had been 
with the Egertons. x4nd why not? Lewis asked himself. It 
was delightful to try to imagine the performance of the 
Masque at Ludlow; it was reasonable to inquire into the 
conditions of Vaughan's life and into his heredi'ty. 

**But why are you laughing?" Julie said. 

‘‘You live in a salon^'' he answered, “and on the lawns 
outside a great country house. Sometimes you drive in 
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your carriage to visit people and gather knowledge of the 
world; but you never get out and walk. Sometimes artists 
and poets and philosophers are among your guests. Milton 
hp his turn, and you have the same smile—and rather a 
different respect—for the Russian ambassador.” 

She laughed merrily. “You mean I’m an incurable 
amateur.” 


“I mean that your world’s different from mine.” 

“I wasn’t so very different when I was a child. My 
father was poor and a writer.” ^ 

He shook his head. “It’s no good, Julie. Your father 
may have been poor, but you lived inside the grounds of 
Harbury House and I lived outside them. Shall I confess— 
my mother’s often told me that she wanted your father to 
be my godfather, but she didn’t dare to ask it—or, rather 
my father wouldn’t let her.” ’ 

“Why on earth not.?” 

“Because your father was the grandson of the old 
Marquess and my father knew him as a publisher knows an 
author. At least it began so.” 

^^But, Lewis, they were friends—old friends.” 

“Afterwards. At first they were professional acquaint¬ 
ances. ‘It’s always a mistake,’ my father used to say, ‘to 
presume on a professional connexion. We shouldn’t like it 
if Ae grocer asked me to stand godfather to his son ’ My 
father’s view was the old English one—that a man’s class 
is his own and that he should be proud of it.” 

Julie turned over the leaves of a book that was lyine on 
the floor beside her. ^ 


What is more, she said at last, “I suppose my father 
was only an amateur writer. A volume of scholarly essays 
about once m six years.” She sighed and smiled. “Oh well 
1 suppose it’s true. Perhaps I am an amateur. But need we 
remember it so desperately? I could help you,” she added, 
raising her face to Lewis’s, “if you wrote that book. There 
^e advantages even in being an amateur. I know about 

Tv ^ T period—and china and 

rougWy and can find out more 

iccurately—what lowers there were in England then. I 
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won’t let yo!i_stock yonr garden w;th the -.vronr ficwers. 
Even Mr. Bailater a-imsts I kny.’ ahr jt iMwer?." 

_ She made a sndhr..; grimace and Lev.:? a died her opinion 

of Delimiter. 

^ '“Hejs fonn\%” she se:d* ^h'sr/t her—Iike a bi^ gracefo! 

ai\'^'ays boonci:r:e up ti t";’: witn arhieverPient 
in :ts mnvtn. an ^ 7 a "On: j tail in trnimrh ani expecting 
to be patted. V-ra unttrer/ fra’^n yea, Lewish^ Then, with 
T-nupt return to tK sevcnti-nto tlntunu she aided: 'h4n«l 
music—j. . ’u : tT : ■ 1 a: ut th^t Ar ve us, at the tan 
o^the tower. Tye .. ylttT den w‘:ny rvn, rent :nj heirtnnL 
I have a c.avauw*'^ t. lw as n e.. a-? w/’ nan.. It is vere 
«:Id—seventeenth centuw--a nTu* ”e hlawT rd. My 
husband pave it to me. arai I bmuaht it from Germanw 
He was a scholar of old music and used to make me plavlt 
to him; I^iraed that more than anything . . . Cc/Tdfih 
your heroine be a musician? Why net siie and others in 
die family: It's more probable thk, in Enuiand about the 
time of the Civil Wars, she'd have been playing the 
virginals; but clavichords weren’t by any means unknown. 
And I can play you the music she would have played— 
mostly Tudor music, I expect. And later you can hear die 
Restoration changing the whole style, mode having de¬ 
veloped into key. Byrd to start with; Lawes for the transi¬ 
tion; then Purcell. If she was young at the time of Xaseby 
she might easily live on beyond Purcell You must make 
her a musician^ JiiHe insisted. ^‘The old instruments have 
lovely names/' and springing up she set a ladder against 
a bookcase and brought down from a shelf of rarities 
Verschuere Reynvaan's Musijkaal Kunst-Woordenboek 
in the Amsterdam edition of 1795. 

As she spoke of miisic, her manner grew more tranquilj, 
and, instead of ^ breaking from one subject into another 
with swift transitions, she continued in a narrative of her 
delights.^ Lewis, turning Reynvaan's pages, was well con¬ 
tent to listen and to think that, while her mind v:as given 
to what she loved, she became a child again. Her expres¬ 
sion never ceased to be animated; even in sleep, he thought* 
there would be something eager and adventurous in it— 
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but now her animation was grave and deep, as it had been 
while she listened to the legend of Nausicaa. 

“Why do you look at me as if you were seeing a ghost?” 
she startled fdm by saying, but so absorbed was she in her 
subject that she forgot her question when it had been 
asked and soon she was wondering whether the heroine 
of his book should be better pleased by music when she 
was gay or when she was sad. “And yet that isn’t quite 
t^hat I mean, she added. * It’s when I’m excited that I 
need music—even solemn or mournful music. My husband 
used to say that if only there were a wine that didn’t cloud 
tne ixund as well as stimulate it, one should get drunk on 
It and then listen to music. I know what he meant. I feel 
^ he did about it. But you are different, Lewis—the other 
land of human being. It divides the world into two groups- 
those who take their music drunk and those who take ^it 
sober.” 


“Those in whom thought is an attribute of feeling,” he 
said, ^d those m whom feeling is an attribute of thought. 
1 leel because I have imagined, you imagine because you 
nave felt. Is that your distinction, Julie?” 

“Like a book,” she said, smiling. “And which is your 
heroine to be, Lewis? I believe you think that because as 
you say, I m an amateur. I’m incapable of feeling' or 
imagimng anj-thing very deeply, but I can imagine her. 
Imnk of her, beginning life tucked away in the country 
supposmg everv-thing to be secure and settled. Imagine ^ 
girl, brought up to Church and King, who married with¬ 
out knowing it into the other side—married, I mean 
some Funtan whose conscience was as genuine as her own 
and who loved her, and loved her more and morrumil 
she WM fnghtened, for she had married very young; she 
h?/respected him but diSi’t lovlwm, 
4 «!i tfiought shed become accustomed and held on 
ifddenr"® to be calmer, less frightened when 

1 * ' pale, her hand closed over her 

knee; her knuckles tightened. “Then, suddenly the wS 
^e, and the tnumph of his side. Think of how after 
being separated a long time, they’d meet and look into 
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faces of tlie strangers t^.ey had married lon^ aao and half 
forgotten, and how, feeline that their marriace was a drca.m 
that by some cruel freak had hem’me reai, she'd start 
living with him againd' She broke oft, and presently said 
in a toneless voice: “Then the Restoratio^n. And after- 
wards~o!i, all their lives to the verr last, bitter memiories 
and conventicnal tolerance and stiff concealments for each 
other's sake. And right at the end dioir children wondering 
W’hy cn earth their oli-fashionei father and irmtimr still 
couldn't bear to sneak of ... 1 cw:Id imacinc the seven¬ 
teenth century, Lewis. It's net so far 

There had been so much of her own h'fe in this mm jined 
histone that her eyes were full of tears. “Xcw yon knowg” 
she said, when she could not conceal them, ‘*v:hy :tL good 
to have you here/' 

“Because Fm English?'' 

Passing him, she stood at the window and looked out 
over the lakes. When he had risen and was standing beside 
her, he saw that her hand moved towards him, closed upon 
the air, and was withdrawn. 

“Fd have gone to England long ago and found ivork to 
do there,” she said. “Even though he is on the other side, 
Fd have gone. But Fm German now. They would never 
let me in.” 

“And in Germany?” 

“Fm aliowed there, of course. But my husband sent me 
out. I could only have lived with his family. It's better 
here, I suppose. x 4 iid not only that-—lie didn't want me to 
be in Germany. It was part of his sentiment that he and 
I weren't to meet again until, as he said, we had ceased to 
be enemies. He asked me which side I w''aiited to win. I 
said I would support his side—I would do what was re¬ 
quired of me. But he repeated his question—he’s the 
honestest man alive—^whom did I want to win? I told him 
the truth. We had been speaking in German, but after he 
had thought for a little while lie said in English: 'Then it 
would be an agony for you to remain in Germany. You 
might grow to hate me. God knows, I might grow to hate 
you/ ” She continued with difficulty. “We spent one more 
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day and one more night together. Then, next morning, we 
said good-bye and I came away. It was time. I was be¬ 
ginning to hate him. Until then I hadn’t. I don't now. But 
that morning ...” 

however the war goes,” Lewis said, ^^the wounds 

will heal.” 

She looked him in the face. ‘Tt's not the war only,” she 
answered. 

In the long silence that fell between them, Lewis began 
to sec the husband whom she feared, whom she scarcely 
knew, whom she respected but could not love. She had 
spoken of him as of one who belonged already to the past, 
but in both their minds he was present now—“a dream ’’ 
Lewis repeated to himself, *'that by some cruel freak will 
become a reality.” But if he should be killed.? And meeting 
Julie's eyes he knew that the thought of death had been 
shared by her, for she was stricken now as she had not 
been by all her memories. 

'‘Lewis,” she said, ‘'will you do something for me? Will 
you let me plav to you?” 

“Now?” 

“Yes, now. I can't go down and wander about the 
Castle alone. Come up and let me play. The walls and 
the doors arc so thick that no one will hear or disturb us.” 


\Yith a key that stood ui the lock she opened the second 
door of the library—the door of which van Leyden had 
wd that it was^no longer used—and, passing through with 
Lewis, closed it behind her. The staircase on which they 
found themselves was almost dark, but through a slit in 
the wall, itself hidden from them by the interior masonry, 
t weak light entered—enough, when their eyes had become 
tccustomed to the gloom, to reveal, in narrow triangles, 
the forni of steps spirally ascending. The air was dank and 
chiii, and the walls sweated. Each step, blunted at the edge 
TOs scooped downward by the wear of innumerable feet! 

1 should have brought a candle. Can you see?” JuUe 
whispered, with delight in her secret. Lewis struck a match 
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and saw her face, downward turned and srailing, glow 
above Mm. By a succession of matches they lighted their 
climb until Julie, her hnyers wTapped about an iron ring, 
said: ^*THs is my rocmh' and davMoht reappeared. 

A screen standing across the door had to be moved be¬ 
fore they could enter the bedrconi, When they vrerc within, 
it w^as replaced and the door bolted. Lewis saw a room 
that closely resemble i tlie Mhrar^r belowu having emferasiires 
in the same pcsiticn and a like hreplace, at the back of 
which—thviugh it wus itseu" ustd for sordsnary fires—the 
vent-pipe from the hhrarr sto^^e '”v.> visibie. But :ht circular 
form of the bedreem was broken. An inner segment had 
been cut eff by a partition which, though it did not rise to 
the vaulted ceilinu, stood two cr three feet higher than the 
canopy of the bed. In the partition was an ©pen doer and 
opposite it another which gave access to the landing. 

They went at once into the inner room and Julie shut 
the two doors. Here was a second and smaller crimney- 
place, evidently cut in recent years, where unkindlcd logs 
lay upon a heap of white ashes. The room w*as no more 
than a slice off the circle of the tower; a small bureau, a 
grand piano and a clavichord set upon a low table occupied 
the greater part of its door-space. There was no window. 
Daylight came only over the partition from the distant em¬ 
brasures, and if Julie, when she played, had needed a score, 
it would soon have been necessary to use her lamp. But 
the music was in her mind; all that she played was deeply 
familiar to her until, when the Earl of Salisbury's solemn 
dance was ended, Lewis asked if there were amthing of 
Byrd’s that might be said to have, in music, a mystical 
quality corresponding to the poetry of Vaughan. Julie 
looked at her fragile clavichord upon which traces of elabo¬ 
rate painting still lingered. The poets, she answered, cauld 
develop their own instrument. The musicians were limited 
by theirs. Besides, Byrd died w^hen Vaughan was in Hs 
cradle. *‘But there’s a little Miserere that might do,” she 

added. 'Xisten-” But her memoiy faltered, and while 

she was looking for the Miserere^ of which, she said, she 
had a manuscript copy, Lewis lighted a sconce on the wall 
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above her. It seemed to Mm that h.e had heard nothing 
more beautiful than this Miserere^ whispered by the clavi¬ 
chord, and seen no change so great in any countenance as 
that which the playing of it wrought in hers, for while she 
played it, and played it again, ^ her lids fell, her mouth 
drocped a little, and her expression, ceasing to be gay and 
restless, took on the composure of an enchantment. When 
she had done she was still, her hands upon her lap; then 
at last looked up. she said, and for answer he 

begged that she would play the Miserere a tMrd time, but 
she would not. “Some day/' she said, and to rouse herself 
went to her piano. She remained in doubt of what to play, 
her fingers expectant. Lewis stood beside the cMmney] 
watcMng the shadow hang beneath her wrists like a sleeve! 


CHAPTER FIVE 

Dr:iiXG ^Ia}\ LevrisT vic'.v of :he activities of toe Ca-t!e 
v'os Pc’" toe ro ?! ^.rt to^t cf i C’-tc-ot ?r-:tc‘ r. At *ce 
eod of the nt'orcth there vvis t-c he :i tr-ri? to-urnarveo: at 
Rvrovyk to which the von Leyh«.o? w'wA hi-ivc o vcw e«ch 
morning. The terwh? courts at EiiktoihcV, Aii *„ ut near ti.e 
pavilion on the farther side of the pools, 'vere Areaiv busv 
with practice, and guests were assennldino. Toe cvoticy 
too, had its visitor, a siibmarine oScer nanced PwCinsdell, 
who had been interned early in the year, A camp-bed had 
been made for him in the upper sitting-room, and in the 
evenings, when Lewis had done his work, they would 
sometimes talk together into the night, but ah,va}*s as yet 
with constraint as if seeking the subject that should release 
them into friendship. Their intimacy was slow to ripen, 
and Lewis thought of Ramsdeil principally as the tennis 
player who was to be Julie’s partner in the tournament, a 
white figure often to be seen from the tower windovvs. 
When Lewis heard him speak of Julie, the words seemed 
to be spoken of a stranger, so remote was the w'oman whose 
baffling gaieties provoked RamsdeE's curiosity from the girl 
whom Lewis knew. 

Among the guests at the Castle was De Greve, a yellow 
lath of a man, said to be the best player in Holland. It was 
not his custom to play in handicaps, but on, the morning 
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why do you ask me?” she said before her dignity had 
had time to master her astonishment, and when laughter 
greeted her question she became angiy' and confused. She 
did not wish to play, she said then, but her pride telling 
her that to save herself from ridicule she must laugh with 
the others, she compelled herself to laugh, and, with a 
difficult smile at De Greve, consented. There was a colour 
in her cheeks that Lewis had never before seen in them. 

_ It was in the spirit of a courteous guest sacrificing 

himself on the altar of politeness—or, perhaps, of pitv_ 

that De Greve began to tutor her angular competence. 
She, in her turn, received him at first as a hired gladiator 
and no more; she would slash balls at him for three hours 
continuously, pausing only to ask how her racquet should 
be held or her feet be placed. “Even when he encourages 
her,” Ramsdell_ said, “she accepts it as if a barber were 
praising her hair or a dressmaker lying to her about her 
prett}' figure.”_ But permitting herself at last to recognize 
that she was indeed a good player and a better pupil, 
suddenly obsenfing that De Greve, in spite of his youth 
and her thii^'-five years, had admiration for her game and 
even a smiling friendliness for herself, she let fall one by 
one her defences of bitter reserve. ‘‘It’s like a bad-tempered 
suspicious, ugly dog that finds itself being patted,” was 
Ramsdell’s observation, and Lewis himself, in his brief 
encounters with her, sa,w how her defences were melting 
away. A new sap rose in her; an awkward gentleness, at 
once eager and half ashamed, entered her life. She could 
not be beautiful, but she could marvellously cease to be 
grotesque, and Lewis imagined how, ■when the tournament 
was ended and De Greve gone, she would preserve in her 
heart the fragmentary romance of this time and how 
It would flower among the secrets that her pride most 
harshly concealed. He felt that he was looking not at 
Sophie as she now was but at the old crabbed woman she 
would become; the woman who would grow into a belief 
jSified ^ ‘^ays her existence was explained and 

But even the change in Sophie engaged his mind no 
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more than some book picked up cow and then and in the 
inten^als forpotten. The intimacy between her and De 
Greve, together with the entertainnitnls, the mild rivalries, 
the half-stiff and half-!any ccoJ humour of the van Ley¬ 
dens* many guests, appeared to h;ni enriy ;n fragments* 
Passing through the Castle on his way to or fnun the 
library’, he entered (ur a moment intu the life of t!ie place 
but with no feeling that he was a par: f/f it. Eve.w day he 
worked without interrupt:' >n until the seventeenth century 
became for hint a mdrrer in which !;e sawn drerly rejected, 
the influences ^'f the past, and over \Cdch there began to 
move emumuthy—a rr^cess' n cf sicniftan: shadiws— 
the philosophic and material changes ..f hue next t;vo 
hundred vear?. Outwardlv he was at reace; his wonk nro- 



be weaving day and nicht—for in sleep also the prroess 
seems to continue—a coherent fabff r, an emerging pattern, 
to which all thoceht contributes, nothing during these 
periods of assimilation being wasted or irrelevant. And he 
was tempted to imagine that he owed a part of his mind's 
vigour—the colour and pliancy of the fabric, the f neness 
of the pattern—to the sensation of joy which in those days 
possessed him, an indefnable joy cf forward movement, of 
release. 

Sometimes in the afternoon, more often a little before 
dusk when she was tired by tennis and he by his work, he 
and Julie went out on to the moors together, or, if the sun 
were stiil high, into one of the nearer woods, and there she 
lay upon the ground as she had done in the Harhury 
meadows, asking him questions of his work, testing her 
mind on his and often yielding to him, in a mood between 
smiling and sadness, passages of her deeper confidence, as 
if there were a secret intimacy between iiim and her, as 
between friend$ and exiles profoundly known to each 
other in a strange land, which made it natural that thus she 
should speak and he listen. Gradually he was enabled to 
bridge the gap between his early and his present knowledge 
of her, until he felt that all his life had, in a mystery, 
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corresponded with her life, and that now the mvsterv hoA 

impossible,VhSsS 

^ked of his own experience, to tell her of Elizabeth-W 

hfm ^ his books for 

him then of her gracious wisdom and loyalty and of I.. 

parting from him. And at last he addedf “I uTtei 

^h7 ^hy I never love htr ^ Bm 

this he had spoken as if to himself, and Julie aUoii 
silence to follow it, lying still with an arm of sunlighUcmss 
her and one of her hands dipped in sun. ^ * 

tl, Jrf together seldom endured long When 

Aeir time had passed and they began walkiim hart f 
the cottage, Julie would put away the quietness of 

wJrM^lhf t preparing herself to re-enter a different 

fo her evS TtT^ penitent with laughter 

iSr<wSd°i'“r^ 

£“X“£,“"S 

she began to soeak^witK rK* • ^ though suddenly disarmed, 

closed^ her cheeks Her lips 

dmd to Xb . X'-'y'= s-rten- 

and whon. at *' ““‘»f of her 


»d S“taTwSS ?^“'°‘>£y£fo-£^yTS,£ 

cnshnnary light, gHek 
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selfj saying that it was late: slie must go to the Castle and 
dress* 

B:jt Bailater was without irtercv. 

'‘H hat's what conoes of coina for walks when tennis 
is over/’ He waved ris honi tuwarf^ ris hjwtr brrder. 
“Xo time for the ir‘p w :nt thir » f hfc* Or the important 
people.” 

“Shall I come arm iir in y:mr ciritmr” she said. 
that satisfy your” 

heaverds yihe, roi YpTre a h‘t late on it in the 
mtaom oi hiay. A.thonohd he added, ooino into the 
house, “to save a ctdhate scholar fr:m irterrortion, Fil 
give yen a gotch to \wea atter tennis evero i^vd" 

He Ktssea. ms aano to ner with a fiomsh and was '^one* 
Tile clumsy banter vms ended. Siie stood beside Lewis, 
staring across the valley. 

“It is tme,” she said. 

“What?” 

“That I interrapt youd’' 

“Xod^ 

After a silence, forcing herself to look at him. “But it 
might become true,” sne said, and added, “for both of us, 
I meand' 

^B.aliater’'s flowers were bending their heads to a ground- 
wind and a sharp gust hissed in the foliage overhead, A 
cioud moved over the sun, which was near to setting. 

“Good night, Lewis,” she said. “Fve been happy to¬ 
day d' 

^ When she had been gone a little while, Ramsdeli thrast 
Ms head out of an upper window. 

“You'd better come in for your gin and bitters, Alison. 
There are some dispatches, too, in the Hmidelsblad, Come 
and translate 'em like a good fellowd' 


Lewis’s^ work went forward steadily, but beneath the 
calm of his scholarship was the undercurrent of a secret 
and opposed delight. Hour by hour he made Ms way wMle 
seated at Dirk's table, but all his being, sleeping or w’aking, 
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in labour or idleness^ was no longer given to that perfect 
continuity of speculative thought which had been his 
peace. Once more, as in the days when the tunnel was 
being dug in the fort, he was aware of an external world 
knocking at the gates of his meditation. His power to work 
remained obedient to his will; what was threatened was 
that singleness of spirit which, for a purpose more far- 
reaching than that of his history, he desired above all else 
to cultivate. 

When, leaving Ms books, he went into one of the em¬ 
brasures of the librar}" and looked down over the lakes 
and the garden, he saw little figures moving below, and 
saw them now, as he had not before, with a consciousness 
of his own separation from them. If they were at the base 
of the tower, on their way to the boat-house, he heard 
their voices and sometimes their words; if they were on 
the upper lake, it was the cluck of their rowlocks he heard; 
if they were on the tennis courts, nothing came to him but 
their flickering movement, thrown up by a background of 
trees. Formerly they had been in his sight and hearing 
but had penetrated no further than the outermost fringe 
of his thought. Now he seemed often to know Julie’s 
presence among them before his eyes had obser%^ed it 
and instantly he was in imagination projected into their 
pmpany. As he watched, he began to fancy that he was 
invisibly at her side; that her speech was secretly for him; 
that in her far-distant figure he could distinguish, not only 
the body’s supple grace, but the tautening of her limbs 
as she ran, the wind’s quickness in her hair, and, as 
she swung her racquet, the tension of her breasts. From 
Ais externa! voyage he dragged himself back, in the 
instant hating her for having summoned him, in the 
same instant filled with joy. A recollection, of her child¬ 
hood and o.f the different love he had then had for her 
quietened his mood, and he began to think of her with 
compassion, not with desire, until at last, the sensual 
imagiriatioii overcome, his mind was for a little while 
mptied of her, and he came back to his work. But even 
Ms work was coloure.d by her. The analogy with her own 
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life, wfiicii both had perceived in her irrjagirdng of the 
conflicting loyalties of the seventeenth centurvy persisted 
in his menioryn In the passages of h.h.ton''she would appear* 
In ail the pit}% the vanity, the trauic beauty of mortal 
things, she was present, and the past became her con¬ 
text, trom which in her rovn Isvehness slie emerged. The 
page faded; she only remained: until once more by an 
exercise of will he harisined her. 

A great part of his work at this time was upon Dirk van 
Leyden's papers, and even: day the Baron visited him to 
ass wnrt prepress nad OLtn rrmde. The 'hd man had been 
mclmtd a: nrst to gaard the papers with a jeLoos caiitioa. 
He tV'wdd bring the keys, epen tiie boxes and dispiaj their 
centents as exhibit; ne wruli hand a dt cument to 
Ley IS arm permit him to examine it: but he seemed always 
anxious to have the box shut ajain ar4d, when he departed, 
did not leave the key behind liirn. This family treasure, 
Lewis had thought, wnich has been denied to the scholars 
of Leiden, will not atrer ail be shewn to me. That is too 
much to expect. But it had happened one morning that 
the Baron, having heard—perhaps with surprise—that 
Lewis was a horseman and that he and Julie used often 
to ride together in Harbur}" Park, had invited him to leave 
his work and to ride across the estate with him to visit 
a ^ tenant who had been injured in tgliting a fire in the 
pinewoods. Lewis had accepted, knowing that he was 
being oltered a privilege that it would be ungracious 
to refuse and suspecting that van Leyden had some 
reason for inviting him. other than a wish for com¬ 
panionship. During the outward ride they spoke little. 
At the door of the tenant’s cottage, while the Baron 
and the injured man were talking like two peasants of the 
local past and of the dead worthies of Enkeodaal whom 
they had known or their fathers had told them of, Lewis 
won the heart of the grandson of the house, a lad of eight 
or nine, by admiring the little figures of men and animals 
that he had carved in wood and by himself tiydng to carve 
a figure of old van Leyden with his gaiters and short coat. 
Though the wood w^as soft and the child could use it with 
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a rough skill, Lewis’s attempt was a poor one, but th,. 
attempt was made and the boy, proud of his own work 
was even better pleased by his rival’s failure than he would 
have been by his success. When the two figures were 

pretended anger 

Aat they were hbeilous that he could not part vSh 

^ a note that £ 

took folded from his pocket so that none saw the value nf 
|t. "It ts too much," the gnmdfather said from hiTchai? 
lowing veil that it w'ould be too much. “Then I’ll take 
!vvf fj companion,” answered van Leyden and 
while the old tenant was laughing and protesting he and 
Lewis were on their horses and away. “Devil of a%b ’^he 

spd, to make iny people take money even when thw’re 
sick and need it for little things.” ^ ® 

wooden figures'^out of his pocket as he rode 
pd began to chuckle over them. “Sophie has been sav- 
mg for years that I ow^e myself a new hat,” he declared 
and Lewis bepn to understand that van Leyden tested 
contact with his tenants, whom he knew 
»d loved By car™^ this figure, by sitting do™ to work 

fe'^Castf'^ a journey at ease. Entering the glmds 

drew in tlt’htLrsfd^if 

producing the caricatSes in wood 

respect you English have for your FrnrT’if 

S K- Castle and up to 

Kd iri. ^ould have it so 

plunged into theluS^Suirifew- 

had long been in his SinL ^ ^ perceived, 

as far al I c^aiJ’lu'S 

a mass of niterid o^’tbJ'! ^swered. “First, there’s 
stuff that he seems to have pickedTp i^ EnSh'SSt^ 
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ht)*:-.es; locH, vzdsh and do'rr.er‘ic 


irrts: cor:.j< /!. j ra ^ 
I c<in\ yet tei!. it m:.y ; 

fr*" ft y f T-.-r,i». 


tncn ct 


material 


efi there's niatcnal 
CO rumen ts—p retty 
.:?h a third 

e */hhe Oit It. I think he must 
'U'i: one n t a? a consecuthre 
n :: i. r. c'* v,’"- that rr^aie ^cme 
f sr:-'tu<I . n ; rn nip;. Thereh 
T ere m '*■ ' j*. . he S',ems tc 

r nil’-' rn'’”nsehk Ti.*:; ^rc icmim in his 
. to i'imself and betters t .1 rc^arrs—— 
e:"' smd the Baron, 'd rnmn ne:rie we 


iijk a f j ^kZVi ^ 

’Fhe aionces Fve *nod 
hm’e had it in hrs run.' 

t" r T ' 1 ^ ^ It 

am nc it. 1 :re 
im'm bom morin 
am hand ’''■ r.ttrr 
Named ysem 

fiilO 'v%', 

“Certaindyd^ 

‘*Xot posted?” 

^^They wererdt intended for the p-^st,” Lewis said, 
*‘anv more than die letters he wTote to Dionvsusd' 
“Who?” 

“To Dionysus. To half the penis of Olympus for that 
matter. The point is that these letters were one of his ways 
of expressing himself. I think he must leave had an idea 
that-” 


‘Til tell you wliat Ms idea was—cne of them anyhow. 
The fellow from Leiden told us that; besides, it was com¬ 
mon knowledge. He thought that for him everyone who 
ever lived was still alive. He’d say that he was going out 
for a walk with Napoleon—but I think he said it to rile 
people and shock them. I don’t think he believed it. The 
Leiden fellow said it was an interesting mental case—in 
shortj that Dirk was mad. That’s why I sent him about 
his business. No Leyden has ever been mad.” 

“Did you know/’ Lewis saidj “that some of the papers 
were in code?” 

“Yes/’ the Baron answered. “I knew that. Fve had 
people wanting to decode them. I wouldn’t allow it. It 
was just idle curiosity. They said he was mad. They didn’t 
attach any value to the papers.” 

He had seemed to be about to say morCj but hesitated. 
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Vi'ould you be glad,” Julie said, “if he turned out to be 
a great writer?” 

“Great writer?” van Leyden repeated, as if the idea had 
enter^ his head for the first time. “Oh, I don’t know about 
that.^ The point is one doesn’t like to shut away what may 
be or some value if there’s a chance of its being investit^ated 
oy a man of discretion. I don^t want strangers p&ing- 
about at hnkendaal,” he exclaimed, raising his voice and 
blowing into lus moustache; “fellows, I mean, ivho’d treat 
our papers as if they were some exhibit in a public museum 
And i don t want fools coming here in little black coats 
md bowler hats, and bowing and scraping to me because 
Im van Leyden van Enkendael, and then having the 
damned insolence to tell me that my uncle was mad!” 

He rose and, clasping his hands behind his back, strutted 
to and fro in the great room like a nervous sea-captain 
pacing his quarter-deck with the enemy in sight Tulie 
5'®^; embroidered stool, her body thrown 
back, her head a little lowered, her hands clasped about a 
raised knee, observed him with amusement and, without 
shared her amusement with Lewis, 
we all know what you’re going to say, Oom Piet. Why 

vonS’CSit''® 

you re wrong. That s where a woman would be wrong 

SSn conditions. Choose your 

man right and conditions can go hang. There a.Te the 
^ys^on your table.” he said toW““You Low Ly 

T papers had become a part of Lewis’s 

them’ K increasingly glad of 



old mm s character, and Lewis was never tired ofhearing 

hS ?oridLTr”“^f E"J^endaal waf 

bis world, but so profound was his love and knowledge of 
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it that, for him, al! the 'vorhi v. as gathered in to Er.kendaai. 
“A peasant,"Dirk had "itten,‘’setma rr'd :<• t juritFo.cn 
becai:se, when making a ceciisi.n, he d'ten to 

be guided even by reascr.ahde arr^-'n^nt addrfs>ei u that 
decision. But he 'is n''t stupid, he is wise, ile rejects the 
particular argitment because it bears to d'oLv on the 
subject to be decidtd. It :s new, rav., him an h/’hoie. He 
prefers tu siuOiTiit, ’r r* uc^vtT to tlic 

SUIT! of i.is expeneii.e ar.o rrniiti n.rt/.'O that 

t:no tcir ox r cor otc : 0 Tr:!j s 

p.etiood ot hcugemerit. .'.t ie.-st. I hetre s 'i.K we have to 
ji'stiiV ourselves ty rrosori then r«e s' a!' "’e '* n n i* ;ve 
e t :e OtntSt > t Goc* sexpentnct "■ n\j' bn- “rf^e is 
a chnnvc . 3 f s.tI\nt:on. if a is a noire .1 a 

scliocimaster, a priest or a cultivated n^-niu-. ne ! i.. all 
he SiiUt out, but if he is a peasant, hw tvii ur.'ra tf u wl* are 
fon!s and give os shtircr'ftr tre nicri*:/” ‘'Ana ^ .at I :t> 
derlu'' the Baron exclainiej vd'en Lev:- read the 
passage to him, “that little b!ack-hat from Leulen, iGio 
didn't know a cat from a cowu said t::at Dirk uas madG 
As the days passed, van Leyden became ne-cr and rnore 
persuaded that Dirks papers prccae tu he an asset 

to his family and an asset of a u;nd to wrjch he attached 
exceptional value. “You mustnA tiimk/'' he said to Lewis, 
“that I despise men of letters. I had a taste for history 
myself when I was a boy. AvLuht have gone furtiher with it 
if I hade/’t had other things to do. But scholarship and 
so on has never been much in our line. You knuu/Gie 
added, “that it is not now the custom of the old land¬ 
owning families of Holland to take much par: in politics: 
Diplomacy—yes, sometimes. The Foreign Ofdce—ves, 
perhaps, now and then. But party politics—no. And the 
bourgeoisie in the towns say we are elFete. ‘We produce the 
statesmen/ they say. A\e produce the writers, the artists, 
the schoiars.^ Of course it isn't true. Van der Wiick and 
Pijnacker Hordijk were men of family. So is John Loudon, 
who’s foreign minister to-day. But it has an appearance of 
truth. . . . Fd dearly love to see a collection of Dirk van 
Leyden’s work correct the balance. If it were good enough, 
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it might go through Europe in translation—eh? What 
d’you think?” 


One day, in a tone of challenge seemingly prompted by 
some yague_ resentment, Ballater asked: “Why don’t you 
bring in Julie to help you with Dirk’s papers? I should.” 

“You would,” Ramsdell interjected. 

“Well, why not? She’s a bit of a historian, isn’t she? 
Besides it would give her something to do. She needs it.’’ 

Lewis answered lightly that Julie was playing too much 
tennis to care to be shut up in the tower, but the thought 
that, if he asked her to work with him, she might consent 
had an increasing influence on his imagination, and he 
began to be aware of her absence, to feel that there was in 
the library an emptiness waiting to be filled. They met 
less often now; scarcely ever was she unaccompanied; but, 
when they encountered by chance, the presence of others 
sharpened the intiniacy of their private communication, 
and, though they might part without having exchanged a 
word, Lewis went on his way feeling that they had been 
alone together. And yet, how little I know of her, he said, 
returning to the cottage at the end of a morning’s work. 
Many w'omen are like stringed instruments; they respond 
to a touch, and we suppose that they have music in them¬ 
selves. And he forced himself to think that she was what 
she often appeared to be—^frivolous, nervous, vain; power- 
fill only m her power of interference. Was he not living or 
attempting to five, a life that was a perpetual challenge to 
the interference of the world? Every child that sees water 
ymg still picks up a stick, breaks the surface, throws all 
me reflected images into confusion, and notlfing so cer¬ 
tainly provokes the curiosity of women as the spectacle of a 
man wnthdrawmg himself from their company. In women, 
curiosity may take many forms—^hatred, contempt, even 
love or the semblance of love. But whatever stick they 
chcwse, some stick they will seize to set calm swirling, for 
Aeir teh are ^ m troubled waters. Calmness of spirit is 
exclusive of their claims, the deadliest enemy of their 
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nature. And perhaps, Lewis added, tli,e enemj of Nature 
herself. 

Ramsdell was in the verandah before the cottage and, no 
sooner had his talk of ordinarv* thinrs broken in upon this 
jangling than Levis saw it for what it was—a 

bitter generalization and no more. A scho jlboy tr\ing to 
excuse himself for the failure a rnorring’s work mmht 
well be ashamed of it, he thtucht. S:ie was beautiful and 
ver}^ }'oi:ng. Alreadv her life had knotted itself In a wzj 
that defoated her h re, It vms nwural enoaghi that she 
snouli use him. vim ’ as :m he*' ste*, as an 

emotional confess :r. But while Ramsdtll was saying that 
Ballater had gene to the Huis ten Borgh and would not be 
back until evening, Lewis couid give him but part of his 
attention. He found that, as the disturbance of his mind 
was not to be quelled in bitter reproaches^ so also it W'aa 
not to be explained arvay. 


“A good moming?’* Ramsdeil asked, when he and 
Lewis w*ere sitting together at their food. 

Not as good as it should have been,” 

“Why not play tennis this afternoon? YouVe probably 
worked until you Ye stale.” 

They looked out at a darkerdng sky and Ramsdel 
shragged Ms shoulders. hope the weather will hold, 
Julie and I are supposed to be playing a single at 2.30 to 
practise her back-hand.” 

He looked searchingly across the table, and paused^ as 
if he expected that his having spoken of Julie w'ouid 
provoke Lewis to speak of her. But Lewis was silent and 
soon Ramsdeil went on: “Sometimes she plays tennis like a 
fiend. \¥heii she starts slasMng, it's useless to steady her. 
What's more, it doesn't pay. Sometimes everytMng goes 
out and it's hopeless. But sometimes ever}tMng goes in—■ 
like a twelve-inch on the target. There's no holding her 
then. The other day we had De Grave against us. He 
began by giving it easy to her forehand when he could. 
Either that or something else—God knows what—^put her 
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on her mettle and she began to hit. Sophie van Leyden 
was left standing, and even De Greve had to play all out. 
She passed him at the net. She plugged him in the back¬ 
hand corner. She could do nothing wrong. She didn’t 
speak to me for five games and we won them all. Then 
suddenly, after bringing off a drive like the kick of a mule’ 
she turned round to me with her eyes glistening and 
smiled one of her pleasantest, laziest smiles. ‘Well, that’s 
that!’ she said. And so it was. She played afterwards like a 
lady and we quietly lost the set. . . . There’s rain,” he 
added, looking at a splashed window-pane; “that probably 
puts the lid on tennis for this afternoon. It’s cold too. I 
suppose you’ll go back to your library?” 

“I e.xpect so. Why?” 

“If we’re going to have an afternoon in—what about a 
game of chess?” 

They went into the upper sitting-room when their meal 
was over and took out the chessmen, a great ivory set of 
Geman origin, given to the Baron by Nar^vitz and lent by 
Julie to the cottage, a beautiful set deeply carved, cool and 
sharp beneath the_ fingers. The first game was short, for 
Lewis allowed a bishop to become entangled and lost his 
Ung’s knight in an attempt to protect it. “You ought to 
have seen that trap. Your mind wasn’t on it,” Ramsdell 
^id. He began to re-set the pieces for a new game, but 
before the array was complete his eye fell on a newspaper 
paragraph that mentioned the pyramids, and soon he was 
speculating on the mechanics of building in ancient Egypt. 
Scrambling to his knees on the floor and spreading out 
paper mere, he showed, with diagrams and slide-rule and 
with the poker as model, how unexpectedly small was the 
naan-power necessary to raise a great monolith. He was one 
ot toose naval officers who temper a keen professionalism 
wito a passion for argument on remote unprofessional sub¬ 
jects. He would sit down to what he called a “cag” as 
eagerly and as patiently as a dog before a rabbit hole, and 
Lewis was fascinated by the variety of his knowledge, the 
pduct of wide, scattered reading and an abnormal memory 
for detail. He was expert m chronometers and in the his- 
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ton” of timepieces of all kinds; he had coHected knowledge 
of witchcraft, magic and the reading or omens^^and was 
full of an ingenious theory of the mysteries of Eleusis; he 
was a disciple of rvlahan and tohovrei tne evenasting^prob¬ 
lem of sea-power to tiie Aegean in the rdth centurY oefore 
Christ, shuwing what e^'oct the pern me north wind nad 
had on the fortunes ot (freeze enu so oC tr e world. If the 
Ltesrans had, biorvn tr* !'n tne s* uto, iZe exciaiincci as a 
chdhenoe vO' arcument. hhe no ril might never have been 

• 'f ‘ « ? ? 

era men, 

r n,m tire nmral power ef Greecco it was an easy step to 
her Dhilasonhv, and Lewis wondered whetimr the conver¬ 
sation had fr.mi the outset been led totvards it, so willing 
was Etamsdeh to discuss the opposed idoLUS of the active 
and the contemplative lives. On this suoject they feii into 
long and tranquil debate. The appearance of the room, the 
patter of rain on the windows, faded from Levds's know¬ 
ledge, and he saw before him nothing but Ranisdeii s bony 
face and the mingled red and ivory of the pieces on the 
chequered board. These seemed to be enclosed in the com¬ 
pass of his argument. They became, not an individual face 
and a group of distinguishable chessmen, but the visible 
focus of Ms mind. 

The qualities that equipped a man for a life of medita¬ 
tion, Ramsdeii was saying, were negative qualities; their 
peacefulness was the peace of death; and Lewis, who was 
debarred by his own unfaitli from using the Christian de¬ 
fence, said that nothing was so vita! as thought and notMng 
so enduring. *‘But only if it leads to action,” Ramsdeii an¬ 
swered, ''otherwise it"is stiil-born.” It was the orthodox 
attack and invited the general answer that ail thought had 
a continuing effect independent of any action that might 
spring from it. As there was a physical air that men breathed 
in common, so there was a spiritual air that, in the pro¬ 
cesses of thought, they drew upon and exhaled. Some 
thought purified or enriched it; other thought corrupted it; 
and in this perpetual struggle there were no divisions of 
time or olace or language. Action perished; thought did 
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As from this outline of their opposed theories they pro¬ 
ceeded to the arguments in support of each, and Lewis 
threaded his way through the evidences for the continuous 
effluence of thought, there came a moment when he asked 
whether Ramsdell had not often found himself in a house 
that w^elcomed or repelled him, not by its appearance but 
by some influence of the spirit within,it. Did not the 
thought of vanished occupants linger powerfully in certain 
woods and gardens? '‘Yes, thatis true/^ Ramsdell answered 
slowly. “Certainly it is true of ships.’’ The recollection of 
a persona! experience moved in his eyes, and for an instant 
the external ’world flooded in upon them both. Hearing 
Ramsdell say: “Certainly it is true of ships,” Lewis heard 
also the .rain and the trickle of water from the roof gutter; 
but again, as the discussion went forward, his being was 
gathered up in it. Through speech and through silence 
there flowed, like a calm, deep river bearing him aw’'ay, a 
persuasion that only in a life of contemplation would peace 
come to him, such a peace, exclusive of the senses, as now 
whispered its first secrets in the stillness of this room. Out 
of the dusk an ivory knight raised a horse’s head, the eyes 
wide and frozen, the throat dully gleaming, and the array 
of chessmen put off their substance in his mind. They 
were as spirits that had attained to a final composure; in 
their world, many battles would be fought of which they 
were the instruments but they would not be partakers in 
battle. Listening to the voice arguing against him, he 
watched the beads of light on the horse’s ivory mane, and 
suddenly Ramsdell’s hand came out, plucked the knight 
from the board and twisted it between his fingers in the 
ai,r. Soon he set it down in its place. The serrated mane 
was flecked with a low, fixed illumination; the eyes were 
aga,in frozen and^ wide; and there sprang up in Lewis a 
ceit.ainty that ^ this hour through which he was passing 
would not vanish, that there w^as an enduring essence in it, 
that even now its thought was moving out on an unending 
journey. “Throw a stone into a pool,” he said. “Out go 
me ripples; they don t cease when the stone ceases to move. 
And if the death of the body does not check the continuous 
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movement of tIioi::rht» dr* you suooo^se that the wztiidrawa! 
of the bciy :o:o a herruitb ci:!! cheL: it:'' It was toe 
meetmu-p out of n:auv paths a^'eamert that he and 
Rauisdeli hii i st treatJ trpettier-—a p^iut tr or: rew 

patl.sspra^'p* i u v the)"Trc ^ w&"arcc% ahich 
C^at nv mire ht^.r •-'t ht:up ot' u ’'in, seemed to 
have been hft.oh Vh.m Laru.lh’q ;Au Uw J i.im, .m.swers 
leaped .a hah mini. S. ctrtitj :e h^y -rJ rta< n mu thejm- 
ruhe 'd ah hi' r^- a- ri"" a He ft it rr ue i '■ i ot toe 
spirit hwu: :r: ir.? pmr ard v her, in f:;e rrid-t of a 
serterae, hhtrrsdth hr'etc to say: ‘'That rrjrt h e h.dhtiler 
cemnu baoi , ' Lrvis neari h:e step or t'et urtvei below 
as if it were the echo of a life and of a wcrid tiirough 
wTich he had already passed. 

Though the afternoon was becoming old, lieht within 
had been ircreasirm, for ordiy scattered wisps of the storm 
now remained in the sky; a clearer shadow hung beneath 
the jaws of the knight; the polish on the ivom throat was 
heightened. Fine streaks of shade, luminously edged,jie« 
dared themselves among the tiles surreuniing the fire- 
place, and the newspaper with which the fire had been 
laid shone behind the bars. 

Ballater, who was always busy, would have orders to 
give to the ser\'ants or letters to write before he came up¬ 
stairs, they thought; his arrivai would not disturb them,. 
The argument "was taken up where it had rested, and 
would have been long continiied in peace; but while 
Ramsdell was speaking footsteps were heard on the stair. 
They were not Ballater's. Lewis knew whose steps tiiey 
we.re. 

Into the tension of an armed, exclud,iiig silence, Jule 
entered, 

“May I come in?'’ she said, and, something in their 
appearance striking doubt or wonder into her, she added: 
“You look like conspirators. What have you been talking 
about? • . Secrets?" 

They were standing before her when suddenly she 
dropped on her knees beside the hearth. “They must be 
deep secrets that keep you by an unlighted fire on an after- 
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noon like this. May I have some matches? I’ll make tea 

tor you. 

She stretched out her hand for the box and insisted 
upon hghting the fire herself. Nor would she allow Rams 
dell to order their seiwant to bring up tea. “I know you' 
have stores of things in that cupboard,” she said. “Let’s 
make it ourselves. I’m hungry. I walked through the rain 
and came in soaked. Vv hen I was changed I couldn’t fare 

tea with mother and Sophie-So I came here.” 

Alter her first swerve of uncertainty in their presence 
an uncertainty that had set her tongue racing and given 
an abruptness to all her movement, she began to speak 
more steadily, but with an air of feeling her way towards 
Aeir confidence. An intuition warned her that the barrier 
was one that she could not carry by 

herself, she withdrew the challenge of her loveliness and 
became quiet and still. Lewis had never before seen heMn 
Ais mood except when she had been alone with him £ 
had lowered a vefi over her face, he thought 
began to chatter to her as he always 
chattered to pretty women, ingeniously seeking for chancL 
to amuse pd please her, she with i calm Lee Ssed 

fHend^ flattenes and drew him little 4 little into 
friendlin^s and ease. Soon he and Lewis who back in 

you .ha. “SMI I .ell 

les, said Julie. 

exdaim^ “ her voice that caused Lewis to 

Tor what?” 

“mt. ‘conspiracy,’ the ‘deep secret ’ ” 
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Her eyes told him that she beheved her o’itm denial 
Within her knondcdoe, she was speaking the truth. She 
did not undtrsUni ^'h;y hi wss anan” with ner. 

“It’s Letvish secret as well’' she said, and repan without 
resentment, thonph vith wonder and hesitation, to talk 
of other thinps. 

“There's n ^ ?e:y:t ahent it,“ Ramsdel broke in. ”AiI 
we were taikir/p or int was. . . 

She sat i\iik i n i:er iwehn seeminp to listen era rely to 
his wter'p*- sC I ko wst ol the in', jne; hu^ 
tlwuph s,:f ans"«trei and qntsti'*ned him with the skill 
of an arrati w‘:r i:n.*’vs haw tr pwase her C'-'-mpany by 
carinc f tr what is of interest to toem, she was rwt listening 
with any depth of attention, and Lewis nns reminded oi 
how' site h.ad said, of the girl who was to appear in their 
imagined strjry of th.e seventeen hit centnpc, taat she "^*ouIci 
listen to the men talking cf their theories bnt wonld see 
the meo through the theories—a realist, she had added, 
not a romantic. Remembering this and obsendng how 
her hands moved idly from piece to piece on the chess¬ 
board, he smiled. She saw his smile and her own lips 
moved—in irxjckei*}*, in triumph, in gladness because the 
tension was at last broken? He did not know. Ranasdel! 
stopped in mid-argument. 

“I know/^ he said, seeing tlie change in her expression, 
*Tt most seem odd to you—our sitting up here and talking 
and talking. ...” 

“You did hate me for coming in, didn’t you?... Didn’t 
you, Lewis?” 

^'Alison’s an odd creature,” Ramsdeil said. “Look at 
him. He sits there brooding over us like a great eagie. 
Part of him’s a plain man of business; part of Mm’s as wild 
as a martyr who’d go to the stake singing at the top of his 
voice. Part of him’s a hermit and part- 

“Part of Mm,” Lewis said, “isn’t a hermit . . . No, I 
didn’t hate you for coming in, Julie. But all sorts of other 
things came in with you.” 

“Do you know,” she answered, turning her head aw^ay 
from them, “I don’t think I’ve ever wished so much that 
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I was a man as I did a moment after I’d come into this 
room. You—you two, I mean—weren’t in arms against 
me personally; I knew that. It was because I. , . You see 
I didn’t want to break in on you. But suddenly when T 
was m the Castle changing, I thought of this’evening 
—tea-time, dinner, afterwards—Dutch, Dutch, Dutch-- 
and I envied you all up in the cottage. Someone to talk to 
Probably sitting up half the night, the three of you so 
intimate that you don’t have to think of it—a community 
all your own. I envied you. So I came. Nine times out of 

I’d bTen—’’ ^ ^ 

“If you’d been just a plain woman,” said RamsdeU,“we 
shouidn t have minded? I wonder if that's true." 

‘You wouldn^ have noticed. You’d have broken off 
for a moment. Then you’d have let me sit down and have 
gone on. -V^hile they were talking, the coals had foundered 

the floor, she began to mend 
Ae fire with sticks. Can t you go on now? I’ll say nothing 

“tIT- Tliere was I silence^ 

Lewis, why don t you go on?" 

In the evening Lewis was unable to read calmly and 

humour, when he so’ught 
It out, was an irritant. '-'“ 8 ^* 1 . 

were tdking about you and JuUe at the Huis ten 
Borgh to-day,” Ballater began. 

^“Who?" 

and^lfif little devil, with his bangle 

P'^^-C^^rfemagne pedigree and his pale mauve 

to to listen 

^owis asked. 

And I ““ ' 
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Ramsciell stretched oat his haad for a French dictionary. 
Une amiLie amourence^ he said, harrrd.ess eno^’ch to a 
Frenchncan; at any rate, it didn't call for the instant pistols 
of iiasbanis. Fat Dad ncr w old n-.t rd.l '7 4.;tt he 1:^1 
been wrong* *Tt depends cn hoov ids ?a:dd' he anss-vcrei. 
‘'You didn't hear van Arkel say it and ycu didn't hear 
Gcofs renivd’ 



stanij ' said B.dhner, p.rr'’rc ^ att.di ^pon 'ns own 
French. ‘'What it carnt to was: he'd never be surprised by 
anvthing Julie did becaase she has no r. as here/* 

Ramsdeh acu’^iv'edged that : .re s.rcetidinr in 
that. ‘‘You knoev she canoe to tea with us tins afternoon: 
Half the time she wws ah on edge ... so \oere yen Alison.’^ 

Bahatcr laughed aloud, ^^nd vdien he i..id d. ne liochirg 
he too turned to Lewis. “What, in fact, are 37011 playing 
at?” he asked. “You may not have n-^ticed it—^you notice 
damned little outside your tower—but Julie has changed. 
She still comes painting witii me now and then, and there's 
the devil in her sometimes; but she’s ciiangei—or at least 
I think so.” He had the air of a baffled tucticiam “She’s 
damned difncult.” 

Lewis held his peace. He could n^t trust himself to 
answer. And presently Ballater returned to the subject by 
saying, with the resentful soIemnit37 of a man who had 
never before known himself fail in analysis of women, that 
he had supposed she was worried about her husband. 

“Not that she's in love with him, or ever has been. 
Still, when a girl of that age and one with her temperament 
has been married three months and then sudderdy. . . « 
Anyhow, I thought she might want to talk to me about 
hm.” 

“Well?” said Lewis. 

“She didn't. . . . We were walking over the moors,, 
looking for a place to paint, and for the sake of saying 
something (she didn't say a word) I stopped on that bit of 
high ground toTvards the Huis ten Borgh where there's a 
gap between two woods and I suggested we might paint 
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there. She said ‘Not here,’ and no more. Then suddenH 
she began to talk and what she taUied about was you.” ^ 

“Which gap between two woods?” Lewis asked. 

“To the east. You can see Germany from it. . . . And 
■do you kiow what she said about you?” Ballater"insisted 
“She said: after the war, would you go back to your office? 
I told her I thought not; you hadn’t got a family hanging 
round your neck now as you had once; probably, uffiess 
you got tangled up in some way, you’d do your own queer 
.job. \\ hat do you mean by tangled up?’ she said. I had 
been thinking of the fort. I told her how one night, when 
you and I were digging in the tunnel together, we’d 
•suddenly realised that, though we were trying to get out 
and would get out if the tunnel succeeded, to escape was 
the last thing that either of us wanted. ‘Then why did you 
go on?’ she asked. I said we had to; we couldn’t stand out 

iL Lewis Will always get tangled in something/ she said 
He s not cruel enough.’ ... Do you know,” Ballater con¬ 
tinued after a pause in which Lewis made no reply, “I like 
her pen better when she’s serious than when she’s pre¬ 
tending that nothing matters or ever will. When she’s 
serious, she’s always half frightened, and that little white 
patcii in the colour of her cheeks becomes whiter and her 
‘•eyes stare at you as if- 

“ And ffien yp want to console her, don’t you, Ballater?” 

Kamsdeil asked. 


“Well, you know,” Ballater said, “it’s all very well for 
sometimes she is such a child_” 

iKo/r exclaimed. “We can’t have 

that story from you! 

But she is. She is,” Ballater repeated. “You don’t know 
her as I do. Isn’t she a child, Alison?” 

chiWffil" ?. “Anything less like a 

aao^I’vriv'^ ^ room a few hours 

at,o, I \e never pen. She had us at her mercy— I’ve iust 

begun to realize how completely. And when she had fiidlly 

feiiSf'I?”” *»“ “i* 
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Ballater laiiTaevL at do vm expect: If you 

shut yourself up anu ufk puf -5-7’ v. auy vriu'on u;ih pLy 
hell with you. Aud lyiro oc the :: uor, if yo’'i Lave a Spure 
lihe hers, isn't a nod vuy vLr; pv:; s 
“I chsereed* sTd iiirusi.h* *‘t' .*t} . ’ .rc Loc'^ rrdnc 'ess 
paternaL You have n oieed the :hape -u" ’.:erh' 

'‘A few h'ours ap'T harusiv'I :::h <:hL She had been 
stretciiei out in thw y' " h,.w I „hL:jr vus r^'v: tracing 
pen nw r*r the ru'i "* e jW-- - "op he^: arkd so 
d?.eply wj.- :h‘Y^ 't:r e ;:::y:.„-: j; "u fw'vish, mmd 

}'..u ue or. Lewd:'' ..nd ti:r"e:eh h:s niu.jin’np of the 
silc^vt ti at ” id d heetu I er v T< .owe ihid.wtrh \":ct 
sa^'inu: ihie zoi^o ‘"0 j .do., a v 1 wwu ho-the w: ^ 
neckd’ Ti.e discuss ion of her had n- u a ereater frardiness 
of sensual judgement than cowirra !d} eutereo.! Tat) discus¬ 
sions of women at the cottrsue. On Ivurn.sdeirs side it was 
shrewd and light-!icarted; or: BTLuerh, a minting of 
sentiment arid forgivable vanities. Open, laugliing, iiii» 
ashamed, it yet obsen^ed its own restraints. If any other 
woman had been its subject, Leads rniciit Lave joined in 
it easily enough, but, through his knowledge that resent¬ 
ment of it 'ivas unreasonable, there arose in him a hot 
anger because it was of Julie they were speaking. Not what 
they said, but that they spoke of her as they would speak 
of other women, fired and silenced him. For him she was 
foil of secrets hidden from the world. By his knowledge of 
her, now and in the past; by the years’ obscure weaving of 
her life with his own; by his power to perceive in her w'iiat 
none other could perceive, she was ringed about and set 
apart. 

“The key to almost every woman,” Ramsdell was say¬ 
ing, “is her peculiar, personal pride. Find out what that 
is and you can begin to decode the tvhole ciy^ptogram. 
Men run closer to type. Most of us follow more or less a 


ledge of Mm to the conventional rale, and you can guess 
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just where he’ll stop sliding and dig his heels in. But each 
woman has her own pride. She’ll do things that break the 
convention again and again until you begin to rhinlr there’s 
damned little she wouldn’t do with persuasion. Then 
suddenly, where you least expect it, she stands like a rock! 
It may be some consideration for her children; it may be 
some unspoken pledge to the poor devil of a husl^nd 
eveiy-one supposed she was ready enough to deceive; very 
often it is some pride of money that no man can grasp'. The 
point is that men have a more or less conventional idea of 
Lst. integrity means. But a woman s integrity is as personal 
to her as her own face. It may include chastity or it mav 
not; it may include the keeping of one promise but not the 
keeping of another; it may lead her into what seem to out¬ 
siders incredible contradictions. But there it is—it’s her 
own, within its own limits sacred ground. She’ll die de¬ 
fending it. ... If you can tell me what Julie’s root pride 
is, what is her own view of her own integrity, I can tell 
you the rest; I can make a fair guess at what she’d do in 
py given circumstances. It’s like a secret ribbon. Find 
It and pull it; the whole dress falls off. You have her 
naked. 


“I can see herjying there now/’ Ramsdell went on 
moving his hand in the air as if she were indeed present 
beneath the shadow of his hand. *‘Nine women out often 
would have thought her in some obscure way immodest 
because she stretched herself out between us with her 
frock taut overhtr shoulders and a great flowing line from 
rap to ^ee. They’d have thought her immodest because 
what she did would have seemed to them a deliberate 
provocation—so open that it gave away the whole secret 
uf ?• It would have been an overstepping 

of the limits of their pride. But they’d have been wrong It 
wasnt m any way connected with Julie’s pride. I don’t 
mean that she didn’t know our eyes were on her; she did; 

j ^ have been long before she realized it, 
rad she made no attempt to move. But she hadn’t aban- 
don^ any fragment of her integrity.” 

How do you know?” said Ballater. 
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her, c* 'th rr. ^ *A: 

often V.ith rr.i^enhne detachment t'm tmm neither tender 
nor crneL They searched her mith t”e:r ohservaticn, their 
surmise, their ^maamh: as, as thanji she ;ve-e one cf a 
dozen women abotit ’'4\h-jrn they rmi^ht inaerhcus'y sneer- 
kte and so pass an evening away. They are searching 
her, Lewis thought, as thouch she were not imre to listen 
to them, but, while the^r spnke, he saw her always before 
him. The ivory chessmen, still uncathered on their board, 
were moved by her tincers. The lirehuht existed in the 
shadows of her body. When Ramsdeil and Baliater were 
silent, almost he heard her speak. But she is not here, he 
said within him. She is lying asleep on her bed in the 
tower, or awake hearing the waterfall. It is my own thought 
that has summoned her here, not this argument of Rams™ 
deli’s. It is my own thought that has enabled Ballater to 
see her lying before us. But he could escape neither from 
his anger against Ramsdeil and Ballater nor from the 
charged delight of contemplating her with the eye of his 
thought. In a determination to escape, he sprang from Ms 
chair and moved across the room towards the door. Some- 
tMng in the abruptness of his movement—or perhaps the 
tension of his guarded silence—must have 'ivarned Rams¬ 
deil. His words ceased; his eyes came up in inquiry; 
Ballater’s followed. 

^'Perhaps we’ve had enough of this discussion for one 
evening/’ Ramsdeil said. 


i 62 the fountain „ 

Ballater was slower to understand. Then, as he read 
Lewis’s face, his expression changed and he became 
clumsily eager to make amends. “I hadn’t the least 
idea-” he began again. 

Ramsdell broke in upon him. “It’s odd,” he said. 
“These arguments. They go on; you almost forget that it’s 
one particular girl you’re discussing . . .” 

Lewis sat down again. “It’s my fault, not yours ” he 
^ hadn’t been thinking of her and filling the room 
with her, you’d probably not have begun. . . . Anyhow 
now you know what I didn’t know myself half an hour 





CHAPTER SIX 

T-.VO en-.rty AT-?. A'-t v,P;c> A":-d L'v:—. arA 

his h.:j rT:_T, ?'.r:r-,t'A L--i? A -r. J c-uM 

A'.Ari p?’• rAt c<-r.-z yatSvay tween the 

court.5, r to tin >e wr; j wc^e svit^^d t’.'Ltre on ^c.irlet 

benches or in srnah wicker crwchiWh. Ail-ri s creetiretr:: 
were^sirnphe—frienily wavwps 6*' his slow iuni. alwok 
English, as they were inter Jea to be. bot his w ife, feeling 
periiaps in some deep recess of her pride that everronc at 
the Rynwyk tennis tournament oois thirdsmic of her as the 
future mistress of Enkendaal, was affable with a certain 
regal condescension. When she bowed, her head seemed 
to slide fonvard over her sltort neck, like the head of s jnie 
matronly, imperial hen; and the moi'ement accentuated 
the stiffness of her body—a comely but unpwivocative 
body encased in silk poplin of the van Leyden iengtlm Her 
parasol moved before her, erect like a swvrd of state. She 
seemed to be opening a parliament or visiting a slum. And 
how admirably she did it—for, like a queen, she was not 
pleasing herseil 

‘‘We must go down and watch Goof and Balkter,”' 
Allard had said. 

“Why? Theyhe sure to be beaten. Itk comfortable here.. 
Besides, we get a better view of De Greve.” 

She had not wished to leave the shady terrace at the end 
of the ground. The seats there were protected by a little 
group of planes; they were, too, the Enkendaal seafe— 
her own. But it was her rule not to contradict her husband 
in public, and she had acquiesced, with no more protest 
than a sharp click of her parasol as she put it up. Her eye 
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had fallen on Julie. Why should that girl stay on the terrace 
coolly at ease, while she herself went out into the glare of 
brickdust and scarlet paint to watch Goof beaten.?” 

“You will come with us, Julie.?” It had scarcely been an 
interrogation. 

“Oh, leave her,” Allard had said. “There’s no need for 
her to come”—a comment kindly intended, but exclusive 
“You don’t want to, do you, Julie?” 

She had shaken her head. Allard and his wife had begun 
their progress alone. Their empty chairs divided Lewis 
from Julie’s silence. She continued to gaze at the court 
nearest to the terrace—De Greve’s court, and to patter the 
strings of her racquet on the toe of her shoe. The fingers 
of the hand lying in her lap were driven into a crumpled 
envelope. Seeing it and the expression of her face, Lewis 
understood suddenly that she had shaken her head, not 
answering Allard in words, because something contained 
m that envelope had caused her to distrust the steadiness 
ot her voice. His lips, which had been about to speak 
closed again, for the tension in her was strange to him ’ 
and he looked away across the courts at the diminishing 
I>erspectn^ of white lines, at the players and their short 
clinging shadows, at the shifting, speckled colour of the 
onlookers, moving to and fro against a background of 
heavy tre^ and blue sky and the thin, distant spires of 
Rynwyk. This, and all that was akin to it, the historians of 
the war would forget—this lazy prettiness of a continuing 
civilization, this msulated comedy of another world, in 
whose illusion the actors themselves were enwrapped. And 
shall lorget it, Lewis said—even the dulled twang of the 
racquet on the toe of her shoe, and the knowledge that, if 
I turned my head, I should see, with uncomprehending 
shame, even with joy in their beauty, the controlled 

^T-if shoulders, 

her ternble stilbess, her dry eyes. If she would ciy! he 

thought; and Ae imagination of her tears—a yielding a 

begM to ftmk that, if he and she were in England he 
could comfort her, though he knew not how. If were 
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in Enjand, the leLs'ire he now hod, the Itb^irc of 

escape fr3m the "vcTli, wo'hd not be ris, hot s:co 
as ua: rranvi tj 0:00 v rhC be frc ^ " t' « '•f cx^Ic; 

and t wo.H be *0 her '’t:: "*‘Lh 'no* 

nonrhhoti ':er ch:'ih: L ^he w-nli jven ee^n in tb.e 
irbd^t 'f nerf'"".;’ orb'.r't^''t tlc nci!’a^r>n t:;e 
n-tl Os e^v r nrr no ": r «wnp:b y of 
earth and shv *Cro^h, in a .n .nh n o.wi c- nntrr and :hwe 

bight» qn-'chirinj ti'c irrir a' :he other, s? tino ii:-- :n- 
hentarce seows .nd .. r "ro.aa ’ hn, ::;i 

though Strieker, n- nwti.jr : r f* 

A hanre, tovwrd- vrnioo Lj' hi rnt i h-,, h„d t rte 
np from behind jniie and seot.i 'tsAf on her firtoer Lie, 
asking her p-jrrnisskn noth a si in; b:;v. 

'"1st es er:a..ht iikscr, Pd;:c tb*n''or/'•''>'* 0 ” 

‘* 0 f course, Alexh' She ansu’ered in Gern;ara„ sirue :t 
was van Arkelk auectatian to speak it. The rni:‘'Vo'’'';ent cf 
her racquet ceased and when von Ark',.h£ thin vhee sa:i 
that they overe thinking of giving a :heitric.d entertainment 
at the Rynwyk theatre daring the outurnn in aid of sjrnt 
charity and asked whether she uould perform, s!;c an¬ 
swered: 

'"That’s a long wa’V off, the antnmriT and added, 
“What charity?”^ 

“Oh, any charity. It will have to be neutrah of oursed’ 

“You think people would come: Are you going to have 
professionals? If Unde Pieter entertained them at Enken- 
daal, they’d cost nothing.” 

“They’d want to play all the leading parts.” 

“So much the better.” 

Van Arkei hesitated. “Oh, do you think sc?” he said 
unwillingly, seeing honour depart from him. Then he hit 
on an unanswerable argument. “But we couldn’t act with 
professionals, could we? In Holland they Iiavenk the same 
. . . the same social status as.... Not that that would make 
any difference to you or me, but there are people who . .. 
and in an affair of this kind. . . 

Whether in the end Juiie consented or refused to take 
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E art in van Arkel’s theatricals Lewhs did not know. He was 
stening, not to their words, but to the hiss of good 
German well spoken, and, when their meaning came to 
him again, it was not of acting that van Arkel was speaking 
but of the war. Soon, he said softly, it would be ended, he 
was sure. The folly of it couldn’t go on. The German army 
(and Lewis imagined his smile of ingratiation) was a pro¬ 
fessional army, magnificently commanded—but magnifi¬ 
cently! And the English fleet of which so much had been 
expected, what could it do? 

“You think the Allies will be beaten, then?” Julie said. 
“Not beaten. Not precisely that ... but I think they 
Will make peace. Perhaps separately.’’ 

“They are swmrn not to,” Julie"replied. She had been 
speaking, had been forcing herself to speak, out of a deep 
preoccupation into which she fell back when van Arkel 
was silent. 

‘Tou have good news of your husband, I hope?” he 
said politely, as a man might say, hope you had good 
weather for your holiday/’ and Lewis, hearing Julie catch 
her breath like a sleeper in the shock and crisis of a dream 
turned. It was in his heart to cry out: “Go away! For God’s 
sake go away! Don’t you see how you are tormenting her?” 
but he was silenced by the discovery that van Arkel knew 
well enough what he was doing. The blue eyes were open 
wide, the pale lips parted and curled; the whole face, 
ordinanly without life, was quickened and pointed by 
cimosity. Every word of his had been a deliberate flick of a 
whip; and now, the envelope she had been holding having 
fallen to tne ground, he darted for it. But it was within 
reach of Lewis s hand, the angular German writing and 
tte marks of its ongm evident upon it. She took it from 
tarn W 1 & fmgere that for an instant touched his own, 
chair thrust it into a little bag that was in her 

“Yesr she answered, “Quite good news, thank you.” 

5-1 in the second set!” came from the 

umpire in the court below. 

“De Greve is winning his single easily,” Lewis said, but 
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his attempt to cause a uiversi;.-; -.va; uravail--- 
Sophie anJ the Ba: r.ess arpea-ea. 

as your L;ter from Rarer; earh'”' o- 
Julie?_'_’ her mother askcu. ‘'hliue -oTthe tm'vo 

“Mine was written one dtv Rter." 

“Does he say anythin; of comini: here?’’ 

“He always says ha .vishcs o.o Vm" I h 
this letter reailv amounts to m- m t - - 

“Except?” ' .. 

Well, I think he was excited when he v.t' R ” 

“Do you know where he is?” ?, 

, J“‘''e's lips m-AuT lArA ^ ^ ! >-'• 

On the Engiish front. I think.” 

“Well,” said the Baroness in the tone of a i -v'-o 
announces a tyelcome addition to a partv she is 'c'nte.m- 
plating, “I believe Rupert means to come'as sn -'s h*-'c m 
get leave.” “ ' ““ 

“But will that be possible?” van Arkel inquired. “A 
G«man othcer to come to Holland and return?’” 

“As a civilian, of course.” 

“Even so . . 

I think, said the Baroness, “most things are possible 
to Rupert. He has great influence. The oniv’difflcultv tliat 
I foresee is that he may feel it his dutv to stay at his" post 
Once he had a quixotic idea that he and Juiie’ought not to 
meet until it was all over. Wasn’t that sweet of him? 

Queer-Sweet, too. . . . But now the war has lasted so 

long, so very long...She sighed, and smiled a knowing 
smile over young lovers parted. “What do you think, 
Juhe? 

“I think he’ll stay at the front.” 

asked him-” her mother began. 

“I’ll not ask him—never, never.” 

The note of passion in her voice made it inevitable that 
van Arkel should intervene. If her control was near to 
breaking, he must, in his shrill, innocent voice of a school¬ 
girl, ask: 

“But why?” 

Because he would never forgive me,” she answered, 





i68 


THE FOUNTAIN 


II 


speaking now in her own tongue. “Because I’m English_ 

And, to his honour, he’s a fanatic.” 

She weakened when she had spoken and leaned back in 
her chair. 

Sophie tossed her racquet from one hand to another. 
“There,’’ she said, “De Greve has won his single.” And' 
then, as if the idea had in that moment lightly brushed her 
mind: “But if there’s nothing more than usual in the 
notion of his coming_ here, why the ‘excitement,’ Julie.? 
kou said he wrote as if he were excited.” 

“I think he was going into battle,” Julie said, and re¬ 
peated in a fierce agony of constraint: “I think he’ll stay at 
the front.” ^ 

‘‘You mean-” van Arkel began. 

“Does it matter to you what I mean? You are Dutch! 

You are grey and safe and neutral! You have nothing_ 

nothing on either side.” ^ 

“W'e are all Dutch,” said her mother. “Is that some¬ 
thing to be ashamed of, dear?” 

“No.” 


“Then I don’t think, my darling, you should have 
spoken as you did.” 

^^Yoii don^t understand/’ Julie said, ‘‘how all this has 
been led up to. Alex and Sophie meant to make me speak 
m I did Alex has been planning an English surrender for 

hours. He thinks that if the Germans come into Holland 
he would become a German Junker instead of a Dutch 

nonentity. And Sophie-” 

“Julie, Julie, you are behaving like a child.” 

And you are angry with me, mother, because I said 1 
am English.” 

“It was not a wise tHng to say, dear,” the Baroness 
answered soothmgly. “It wasn’t even a true thing.” 

^^No, It wasn’t even true.” 

•f coming up with Ballater at his 

w;.? while Rome 

DurnsJ 1 he family’s been overthrown.” 

took it to five-all in the final set,” Ballater ex- 
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‘'And if I hadn’t E"ii>scd hut sliCt at «. a-* 

GooL^^ ^ 

While they were tahiina, Juh> : u j - r i -. w i :*v, a"’ S' e 
stood alone at rejd of the far. t at a ■ h S:r ^ 
to the courts. Lewis couli n t Cehlun/rlv W *o 
thrust blunt consolations irO' Iwr ‘•ocrct nh i. F'^'a 
nioment he imawned hirnsF: coin j up to her ar dTa— 
there was nothing now that he : huh: V v v 'ufnSr- 

ing; she was entitled to her silences, hut nreu^r/hr\ havhw 
already passed her on the steps, he houaed 
“Come and watch the tennis julie. You carFtV.Ini Lere 
in the sunh* 

“I think Fll go back,” she answered. 

“To the Castle? But you and Rams dell have a match to 

play this afternoon. And, when you've -.vcn it. a hr.aT to¬ 
morrow.” 

“When we’ve won it! We shan’t beat Sophie and De 
Greve.” 


Lewis had climbed over the parapet of the stens and 
was standing beside her. “You don’t want to win:’’ 

“On the court, I suppose I do. I suppose I shall want to 
beat Sophie, anyhow.” She smiled for the first time. “But 
I can’t sit here any more, Lewis. This is the third dav. 
People are always coming up and hovering. Then thev s‘it 
down beside me. I know beforehand what they’re gCn^ 
to say. What a pretty ground with the trees round it and 
the Rynwyk spires looking over the trees! Then: what 
a successful tournament—in spite of the w'ar! Then: what 
news have I had of my husband? Then—but vou've heard 
it all. Do you know why they do it? Alex and'Soplue have 
special reasons; some of the others, too. But the rest— 
they just want to know whether I shall be glad or sorry 
wLen . . . They think England’s losing. Have you grasped 
that? Even the steadiest of them. Uncle Pieter doesn’t say 
so. He goes on saying that, in the end, Germany will 
break. But he doesn’t believe it as he did. Dozens of others, 
who haven’t the van Leydens’ character, are waiting to 
applaud. It’s a sort of play to them. They’re beginning to 
tell their neighbours what the end’s going to be", and how 
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they’ve known it all along. They want to know how I’m 
taking it.” And, seeing Ramsdell beside her, she said, “la 
it true what they ail think—that England’s beaten?” ’ 

“There’s the fleet,” Ramsdeli said with a smile. 

“And that’s enough?” 

“Quite enough.” 

“So simple?” 

“So simple.” 

“Is that conviction or just blind faith?” 

‘ Oh,” he answered, a little embarrassed by her earnest¬ 
ness. “It’s just what one feels and knows.” 

“You’re very English, aren’t you?” 

“Thank God!” 

She laughed and broke in her laughter. “Yes. tbanV 
God,” she said. 

Julie did not return to the Castle, for they might be 
called upon to play their match, Rannsdell said, before 
tea-time; and he added privately to Lewis that the game 
was already lost with Julie in her present mood. “What 
on earth you’re waiting for,” he said, “I don’t know.” 

But Lewis waited, sometimes joining a group of specta¬ 
tors and yielding himself to the drift of their talk, some¬ 
times encountering Julie as he moved from one court to 
another--a Julie seemingly transformed, the delight and 

E ocation of whatever company she was in. If he went 
to Enkendaal, the library would, he knew, be full of 
unrest, and he began to feel that the disturbance in him 
was so profound that it might be long before he could 
work peacefully in the library again. All his purposes were 
entpgied, Im spirit was set on edge, even his will was 
ailing him. The restlessness of the tennis-ground taunted 
the imiure of tranquillity in himself, and when Ballater 
SMd: Let s go out mto the town for a bit. I’m bored with 
this place, he went gladly. But as they approached the 
ptes he swung round as though a hand on his shoulder 
had impelled him, and looked back towards the head of 
ftc steps. It was long since Julie had been standing there; 

n!r ^he ground; but he could 

not cease to look for her where she had last spoken to him, 
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and suddenly in this barren, elistenir.? oiace, he found 
that, tnougn he could not discover her 'tvitn h*s eves s"e 
was in the air he breathed, so dose that she o'ess^dV-^Tl, 
his thought, so ardent and pervadinc that there was 

^ pers-cnaiitv, at the'core of 

his delight. I'oure very E:.;hsn. aren't vou-” she bai 
said to Kamsdell, and he heard a^ain the vi-ord “Env;-;’- " 
spoken in her voice with a iiit of frivoiir. in it as a^Eb'ss 
upon emotion; heard it near to him, nearer tiian heari^™ "a 
sound wdthin him. He saw the .movement of her'evellshes 
on her cheek as she iooKed downward, the texture of he* 
cheek itself, the hard, sudden gravitv cf he/iirs. *The 
breeze that moved over him wa^s erch^r.ted'bv'crma'‘s 
with her; he trembled under it as if, bv a nvlracle of com¬ 
munication, its touch were hers. 

“I wish Goof and I hadn’t lost that match,” Bailjter 
said, and their feet were soon crunching in step over the 
gravel. As they passed the railed municipal garden, where 
flowers blazed in geometrical patterns and an old man was 
dusting his boots with a tuft of grass, Ballater spoke asain 
‘‘The trouble about a Dutchman,” he said, ‘is that he 
makes his gardens with a T-square and a pair of corn- 
passes.” And while they sat at a cafe their talk passed from 
Dutch gardens to English. “Nobody will be spending 
much on their gardens this year,” Ballater said. “It will 
be the devil to get them into condition again after the war. 
They may never be the same again.” A steeple near at 
hand poured its music upon them while they talked. At 
each quarter the sounds of the street were deadened bv 
its chime, and Lewis, raising his eyes to the steeple, 
watched the birds take flight from it "and return, a httle 
flock of birds drifting in from the startled, vibrant air. At 
each ringing of the chime, they flew off in the same panic 
of flight; in each silence they returned. “You’d thir.k 
they’d learn,” Ballater said, “and either stay where they 

are or stay away. Queer things birds_Pro'bably they’re 

not just frightened. The sound may hurt their ears.” 

At last, having set his wrist-watch by the great clock 
overhead, he declared that, if they were not to miss Rams- 
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dell’s game, they must go back. “The glare won’t be so 
bad now,” he said, as they passed through the beflag^ed 
entrance, and on the steps leading down to the courts\e 
added: ‘‘I like it, brickdust and scarlet benches and all 
at this time of day. Just when the light’s changing but 
hasn’t begun to fail. Particularly looking west. Our lawn 
in Wiltshire looks west over the valley on to the opposite 
range. There’s a white patch in one of the hills, a great 
gash of chalk, and when you’re having a latish tea the glare 
goes out of the white; it seems grey for a bit; and then 
gradually it comes up again as if there were a light inside 
it. That’s why painting in England—Alison, what’s that— 
news?” 

He pointed to a little knot of people ahead of them, 
gathered behind one of the painted seats. In the centre 
of the group van Arkel held a paper in his hand, but soon 
he was hidden by newcomers. The players on the nearest 
court had broken off their game; the umpire had turned 
in his high seat. 

It can t be news, Eallater said. ^*It wasn’t a newspaper 
he had.” 

bulletin, Lewis answered. “It’s news all 
right.’’^And Ballater, gripping him suddenly by the arm, 
cried: “My God, if it’s peace we might be home in three 
days. Odd that we should have been thinking of it.” He 
was about to run forward when Lewis checked him. Some 
mtuition, some shock of foreboding communicated to 
him by the swirl of that little crowd, made Lewis say: “I 
don’t think it’s peace.” ^ 

Baiiater looked into his face. “If it’s bad we’d better go 
^ow-or let the Dutch bring it to us.” Then, his eyes 
lightemng again: “But why should it be bad? How do you 
know? ^ 

He went font-ard and Lewis with him. Van Arkel’s 
reading was done. The crowd w'as brealdng up. Whoever 
turned and saw the Englishmen, twisted suddenly, looked 
TO ay, pretended not to have seen. Lewis reading their 
races—a sneer in some, a wondering compassion in others, 
in ail the embarrassment of unspeakable disaster—drew 
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the castle 

Ballater aside “Better wait,” he said. “We shall know 

soon enougii. 

xAnd as if in answer to him, Julie’s voice from a courle 
of yards away was saying; ‘ 

“I don’t believe it. It’s no good tel!:.r:g me a^ain Scvr'e 
I don’t believe it. . . . Where is the lie?'” ' ’ ’ 

She was facing him, her back to the tennis. Sunpc-ted 
by the railing, she stood on the piece of board that rimmed 
the court, and was raised anove those who surrounded 
her. Van Arkel, a few feet beyond, had hastily thiustlhe 
bulletin into his pocnet and was uplifting botn his white 
hands to applaud a stroke in the renewed game. 

“Mooie slag!” he cried, dancing on his toes. “Good 
shot, Mimi! 

“It’s the Wolff Bureau,” Julie said. “It’s bound to be 
a lie. 

But it wzs written in her face that she believed it. There 
was belief in the steely lightness of her tone, in the bracing 
of her body as though she had been struck. What Sophie 
and the Baroness were saying to her, Lewis could not hear. 
Their faces were turned from him; their words were lost 
in the mutterings, the questions, the exclamations of the 
crowd. But van Arkel’s voice, high-pitched, excited, 
triumphant, was not to be mistaken. 

“Why should it be a lie?” 

“It’s the W’olff Bureau.” 

“Do you accept nothing from German sources?” 

Julie turned upon him with so terrible a mingling of 
scorn and anguish that, though he had not perhaps in¬ 
tended the full bitterness that had sprung from his words, 
he fell back from her. But she did not speak. 

“I’m sure it will greatly shorten this terrible war,” the 
Baroness was saying in a fluttering, conciliatory voice, and 
she put out her hand towards Julie as if she hoped to draw 
her away. 

It will. It will,” van Arkel cried. “With the English 
fleet beaten, the war will be over in less than a week.” 

“What a happy ending,” Sophie put in. “Think, in less 
than a week you may be in Germany again.” 
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Julie was shaking her head. She was smiling and lifting 
her head. ® 

“Even if it were true,” she answered, “it wouldn’t end 
the war.” 

“Even if it were true! What is the use of saying that.? 
'The British communique confirms it,” van Arkel said, putl 
ting his hand to the paper in his pocket and patting it. 
“Do you think the British Admiralty would paint things' 
blacker than they are?” 

Whereupon Lewis broke in: “Will you tell me what 
this news is.? I’ve heard nothing,” and Julie, looking beyond 
the circle that enclosed her, saw him. Her eyes pleaded 
with him for an impossible revocation of the truth. Then 
she added, holding out her hand to van Arkel: “Let me 
see the bulletin.” 

A rule of honour, that had not forbidden him to triumph 
over Julie, caused van Arkel to hesitate before Lewis’s 
question. He touched the paper, took his hand from it, felt 
for it again, and at last with a dry movement of his lips 
said: 

^^Tve read it once. I’d rather not read it again.” 

“Give it to me, then,” Julie said. 

He yielded it to her. When she held it folded in her 
hand, she saw Ramsdell beside her mother. 

“This is for you,” she said. 

Ramsdell knew nothing of what had passed. Opening 
the paper, he began to read aloud the British communique 
on Jutland, which laid so exclusive an emphasis on Jellicoe’s 
losses that it ^ve to all who heard it an impression of 
overwhelming British defeat. He faltered an instant as his 
imderstanding of it increased, then, in a hardened voice, 
read to the end. 

When he had finished reading, he folded the buUetin 
and handed it back to van Arkel. “Thanks,” he said. Then, 

turning to Julie who had begun to speak to him, he cut her 

fliort, 

game’s been called. I came to tell you.” 
&he did not move, seeming scarcely to have understood 
him. He thrust her through the crowd, almost with 
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the castle 

feplity. “Come o„,“ ho repeated. “For God'e eatl, 

“We’re to play?” Lewis heard her ash 

WHat else." 

liifrt "Jos. 

“Just like that.” 

“Very well,” she said. 


Lewis stood with Ballater behind one of the scadet 
benches, watching Julie and Ranisdeii pla. their ' a-'ch 
The B^oness was on the bench; through the mesh WVT; 
Straw hat he could see her pearls and ^ • 

with them shadows fingers like the fiigerr;f?nT;"'mvn 
hand seen through water. This hot weather aliS^s nide 
her think of ice, she said. The skating at Enkepdaal 
lou must ma^gc to come up for the skatinc- tS v^r’’’ 
she protested. There was notfong that couid'^charm him 
more, the thin man at her side ans%vered, “but in the 

.Certain " Tl-i »«■» “alol 

‘‘You mean peace/’ 

Well, but surely. They can’t keep it up now. But how’ 
your daughter is playing! Look at that! yL missed it?’’ 
Ballater s toe was mabng patterns in the gravel. 

that bulletin’s complete,” he said. 

Yes, I m afraid I did miss it,” the Baroness was saying 
Wl^n one has ^en watching tennis all day. . . . To^nd 

fro To and fro. Tirmg to watch, but tell me now_” 

Ballater turned his back on the game. “I can’t stay here 
W hy not go out and get more news? I believe the thing’s a 
fake, Ahson Some kind of fake. If Jeilicoe had been^de- 
feted’ the Admiralty wouldn’t advertise the losses in that 

®^e?” cried the thin man. “De Greve 
idn t know much about that. This is a game to watch!” 
He_ leaned forward. Ballater swung round to the court 

again, iiut the game was interrupted. De Greve was 
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flourishing his racquet in the air and crying, with the 
of a champion, the spleen of a prima donna- 
_ bend that man away. Send him off the ground. It is 
impossible to play,” and in a moment the newspaper seller 
was being dnven off the central path. Julie served. The 
game conunued. The newsboy went, still shouting de- 
hantly. Groote zeeslag bij Jutland! Engelsche neder- 
’t V Battle. British Defeat.” 

Did Julie hear.? Perhaps she heard nothing. It’s as if 
she jere _ playing inside a glass tank, Lewis thought 
against the world, sealed against all emotion-Ihe 

nK«<L ^ ^ successes she did not pause to 

obsen'e, even a failure was marked by no word, no check 

neither satisfaction nor impatience, only the composure 

n not a game 

Magnificent, Julie! Ramsdell said, passing the end of 

he net as they changed over. She’did not repN She 
pemed not to be aware of him. She is playing mthout 

knmwng that she IS playing, Lewis said. ^ ^ 

t-u ^ V p’as beside him, gripping his arm, with the 

other hand gnpping Ballater’s. ^ a m, wim the 

heard! 

“Yes,'sir.” 

I loSndand’^Arfd 1* ’nBeritance. 

toled away, the voice of a very old man.‘‘Bm I make ! 
doubt, gentlemen, it was a gallant battle.” 

tie stood between them, his arms fallen limp at his sides 
his head moving to and fro with the game ^ ’ 

own en f “that you were in your 

own country at this time.” ^ ^ 

She has no country, Lewis thought. 
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badge of failure. In imamnation j 

staring at the impossible defear** 

the children were asking-thCm'Sl 

aware that the world had faiLn ah^“t eien, 

it ™th their ej«. Xo one 

to S.V tvith has lips: England has been deL-? i'L “ 

When_the tennis match tvas over . 

stare at it, when the respite of i^. whionV'* ■ 
was spent, its tension broken, thevVc-‘i-fCX 
the court into a world changed in’ali th-V 
be chpged and eyes; the air womM aWt d 
and timej weighted with de?d j’it 

Death is the iScrediblettloWlmiS^^^^^^^ 
different cup because the dead cannot use V" "3n? 
window cannot be looked from because tV r?"A 
never again darken it. Strang” cn? sLnge S-d'!"' 
Strange, persistent, assaulting clocl^^' sJan-e ] 

meadows; strange world with emotv 

less eves A vnfn o.^aa wnn empty liands, expression- 

throngh EngSigSSlSptSe^^^^^^^ 

your own country at this time ” TnliV 1 

Lewie thought. eL„ in d.e hoS oSL “hel'ouS 
evra from the community of despair. outcast, 

'Three straight sets!” 

"Brava! Brava! Brava!” 

"Poor Sophie!” 

^ “But Julie has never played like that before. It's as 

• • • “^ G“<*' 

“She’s waiting to serve.” 

Well, but—doesn’t she know the game’s finished?” 
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Eamsdell went over to her and touched her. She looked 
at him, recognized him, dropped the balls she held in her 
hand. She was crossing the court. Her face, brilliant with 
suffering, advanced out of the crowd. 

“Lewis, take me away. Take me now—aAvav.” 







THFi _.iad been so Lone si.er.t in the car which broutrlit 
them trom Rynwwk that, vh'.en thev r.achej the 2 ’'e"of 
the cottage, they seemed to he icci-iJ^ in sh'encr 

While the car had been rr.-y, m j. ard the'Vw''.:! st-cak of 
road had continuousiy wideoxcd and e-'cn fed"T;’'‘-’"*f:''-> 
elms, sweeping up from thx mdn-a. ivuoi ±,:2z^. hid 
continuoiisly stretched at the skv and tossed their '’ecds 
and disappeared; while he co aid'see. whenever iu i'-okld 
down, her hand curled overtre ecceuf the ieathe'cushilns, 
gripping them, vibrating, Iving there always as if jt wou’d 
never be lifted, Lewis had been rep...sed' in time’s little 
suspense, winch is speed-speed that savs: vou mav rest 
until I have done with you; then take up' life acain. 'They 
had sat side by side witnout speaking and without know¬ 
ledge that they were not speaking. 

When the car stopped,\!ie trees became still re^er'ns 
down, the road stiffened and the birds asked qu!ck,"ffutin5 
questions of the air. The air,- which had been a ruff^in? 
wind that swept thought backward like the long hair of a 
runner,^ lapped gently on forehead and wrist and ch:eek, 
and waited. She stirred in her place; her hand no iancer 
interrupted the high light on the polished leather, which 
lay empty, awaiting another passenger. She alighted and 
stood and waited; the driver turned his head to look at 
them and at the sky; and silence welled up out of their long 
silences and imprisoned them. ® 

She stood near by while the chink of monev handed to 
the driver mingled with the lisp of the hedgerow; and 
Lewis was awkward with the coins, it seeming strange to 

179 


i8o 


THE FOUNTAIN 


him that they should be there now, hard and warm from 
his pocket, milled on the edge or with the oiliness of 
nickel, like other coins at other times. The car would drive 
away with a little spit of rubber and fine gravel—one of 
those common sounds which, like the slither of a nickel 
coin, one doesn’t notice in dreams—and its going would 
be his signal. He would turn and find himself alone with 
her. 

When he turned, and the spit of gravel, an echo from a 
distant past of thought, was in his hearing, she was already 
advanced up the drive. Her back was towards him and her 
shadow was curling over the pebbles and over the low 
grassy bank at the edge of the wood bordering the garden." 
It was easier to pass her than to walk into the cottage at her 
side, so heavily would their silence hang over them if they 
went in_ together, and he strode past her, saying in his 
mind: 111 go first. I’ll lead the way, but saying in words 
nothing. “I’ll lead the way’’—as if they were going into a 
dark place, as if the passage and the stairs w'ere dark. Below 
mm, when he was on the stairs, he heard her say: “I’ll 
leave my racquet here, Lewis. Remind me when I go?’’ 
and he remembered that she was in a white frock and a 
soft white coat and carried a racquet like other women at 
omer times. 


In the sitting-room he moved a chair for her, but she 
went beyond him to the window and stood by it looking 
out, a being, in her white dress, of more substance than his 
imagimng of her, of more substance than her surroundings 
m tois iamilm room, grown now unfamiliar and ghostly; 
and he trembled m the thought that she was indeed present 
with him in the body, that her mind also was filled with 
expectation of what their silence must yield, that she too 
f f’ incredulity of the senses, the 

Imnn s^^^ves on her arms, the weight of her clothes 
upon her the thousand fragmentary contacts that were 
j tension of those instants. Soon they 

Jt ^ together. She would 

sit with her elbows on her knees, her hands clasped before 
her, her eyes lookmg out over her hands—the 
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attit^Je whizh, thzi: 2 li v.jt dhtirz^ib 
the ..ttit'rit" held bv a th<"s¥S3ni f.ther 
trick rf ekespin^ tktir her ktt" ’* 
talked, was \tt l:zr c;v 3 , ha\ira :r •: 
chiracter, tke ’jn: j le :r:rrir.t f „ 
sat 1 .22 . w; en ’v:.- i ckk J. I! 

stf*Civ''nac^si Zzr v.rwt^ tizrz'-z 1 pr 
CJtfs. her kna 1 cr re. h' 

a d.ril c':r::ir. ; ' .7 L„-. 7 '. ■/' ¥ 

thwiak,!, hvt ’k.,k Tiw.cr v> i- 


Cih^e in f*” rm 
w ka c*ai the wince 
^tk.rn while iLty 
it trie ncark ^'.f her 
vWe. lkw:s >':e had 
IV hcrh-whkriw 
" i vt rf r wt w.ed 



"Xcw ncw*’ r e-wrei, I ink, therj 
us can sav.” Ark ckwn he l\:i cr -- 

really escaped, isn't it:’' 

^‘Yes,Jul:ed 

“'But it it weren't for me run irk’altt 
for yon—even now," 

“To become irkirterent?” 


::cc.rn-c we haven't 
es cape. 1 1 k pos sib le 


To the casual tranjs—yes, Tu make a world of vour 
own that the wond can t tGiicn. O mr dearest .mw, 

if you knew how little I want to burn ani torment and 
destroy you,” she said, turning towards him but not look¬ 
ing into his face. “I want peace, for vou and for me, 
and, if not for me, then still for you. Do you remember 
that night at the Castle—Sophie’s birthday—going in to 
dinner. I felt suddenly that because you had come into 
Holland I wasn’t alone any more. It was all peaceful in me, 
then. And in the months since, it has alwavs been easy to 
pass to and from you—to you when I needed vou, from 
you again when I chose. Perhaps because I’d known you 
ages ago, I had set you apart from other men—and I loved 
you in a way, and I teased you, and I loved and I teased 
you because you were aloof, partly —a challenge, I 
suppose.” 

She was trying to laugh, to speak easily, as if of easy 
things, and Lewis touched her shoulders to check and 
steady her. “Why should you tell me this now?” he said. 
“It’s useless, Julie.” 
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“Because it’s true,” she answered, “as true as I can tell 
And because I’m telling myself w'hile I tell you. . Even 
up to this afternoon, I was—what I’ve told you. At least 
I think so. And when I came off the court, still I didn’t 
knmv. I was frightened; eveiything had crashed. I was cold 
and frightened and I came to you. But in the car I knew 
that not you only but I—my God, Lewis, my dear mv 
beloved one, I never knew that I could be mad as I’rn 
mad now Her voice had fallen. “And even while I’m 

kve"mr’’^ ^ might some day 

“As I do love you, Julie,” he said. 

_ She raised her eyes to him. He saw fierceness and hunger 
m mem that transformed her, making her at once so ter¬ 
rible and so beautiful that the little space between them 
seemed not to be a space; she seemed to be already in his 
arms and their bodies to be one body. But he could not 
take her to him for she w'as aflame, as if he had struck her 
and she were waiting with fear and longing for him to 
stake her again. ^ 

moved from him and sat dowm, clasping 
her hands before her, she continued in a new voice: “Half 
of me IS worthless, more than half, I think, and you could 
never loTC me until you had made me anew.” And she 
smiled : 1 ou ^and oyer me, w-atching me, as if there were 
no evil in me. You think there is none in me, because there 
is none in you. I could kneel down and worship you but 
wEile I was kneeling I should be quivering for Ae much 

cWldYndT^f"^’ ^ my face in your shoulder like a 
y?m- strength from you, in my mind-” 

quiet Sv yourself. Be 

quiet, bay nothing, lou are siving things that will make 

you hate me for having heard them.” ^ ^ ^ 

She would have spoken again and he lifted his hand 
towards her mouth as though to cover it; but his hand 

F^irhii^h" wSh hL iS 

. ™,’ whiteness of her dress break 

m the floor’s shadow, and he became still, seScBng for 

her individuality beneath thefieiycloudthathadenveb^^^^^ 






t*: .jst satf 


t.ijt he r. < .-trenj..r 
contenipt for her n'O" pitv* h . .ve 
not* -'^0 of, she s::h‘erej her-.-o™ t ■ he . 
liis . ■ :i 3 arid hftcd r.er ra^^th t,. oi:: 
ceroe thdt was to herself a rro. ^lers. d 
so silent that tears canie intJ oer’eve 
leased her and wooid have her ao frorr 
her hand and was lea out like a chhli. 


, t.:at he nad neitiier 
.y such as she knew 
r.-*tuereJ co -He iri^’o 

ti a t'v Oiv^erjiiip iniiO"* 

j centle was he and 
:% and when he re- 
1 h:ni, she ?ave him 


But in tne Casne, alone she sa;\y or thought that she 
saw, the truth, and she tcxhu a pen and wrote—hn crueltv 


or renunciation or compassion or *ove'™™~he4tO'in'‘^ that he 
and she miaht never again meet, that he wou!d^go from 
Enkendaai. s.-nt t :o letter by a servant instantlv, that 
she might not reciill ic. 


the flight 

B^Jlt O zllS^ so IZTlZ. fL'T’"' 

O'or booies woy Joe we f':’b'eore? 

Dgxxe: Tke 


IBs 



CHAPTER OXE 


“Tns:: All- z ’'•’■-rPt c ^ van Leyian evAairriei 



he can vet in t-) the Univcr^ne*." 


Van Leyden swept ids explar.atian as'ie. 

‘T knew. I know ai! abv .t Gr tenlinven. A consin of 
mine has an estate near r}n , , « Bat nPaen iadvinjs, has 
he? Settled down? In his Rttcr to me he said he was posnv 
to Leiden to get in tiach nit a tlie LTiversity—tiiere were 
books he wanted, scholars :w wisiatd to ccaasult, A fetv days 
in a hotel, I imagined; then back to DirkR papers. But 
this sounds as though-- 

‘T don't kao;T about that, sir,” Ramsdeil replied hastily, 
tai^en off his guard and eager to support whatever excuse 
Lewis had given. ‘Terluips he dees mean to come backh’ 

The Baron greeted this with the whinnying neise that 
was provoked in him by all unreason. There was not, he 
knew, comfortable room in Kerstholt's cottage for more 
than two officers with their servants. He turned on Ballater. 
“If Alison had meant to come back, you wouldn't have 
taken a new partner in your mma^e, eh? What have you 
done—quarrelled? You knew he would never come back— 
never. Did you know, Julie?” The onrush of his irritation 
saved her from need tO' answer. “All his work thrown away 
because of some silly quarrel between you young men. i 
hate to have work interrupted. I hate waste.” 
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■ “never” tingled in Julie’s mind as the return- 

mg blood tingles in a limb that has been dead; and stand¬ 
ing at her mirror one morning, still flushed by her waking 
dreains, she saw her face, so long impassive, so long remote 
from her like a stranger’s face, crumple, and tears grow in 
her eyes and overflow. In an instant the tears were hot on 
the hands in which she hid her face; over the throbbing of 
her naked shoulders she could feel her hair’s movement, 
bhe sank down beside her bed. The floor was hard under 
her thigh, the scent of blanket in her nostrils. 

That Lewis was gone, not to return, was of her own will 
which was unchanged, she had said again and again. The 
v/ord never” was of her own choice, and her reason did 
not revoke it. But the idea behind the word, independent 
ot will and reason, had now a terrible fertility in her 
imagination. Shaken by a deep, slow sobbing, she seemed 
to herself to be crying aloud, but she made no sound and 
at last the convulsions of her body ceased. Emotion was 
emptied from her, her limbs slackened, she began to know 
her own paroxysm, and criticize and be ashamed of it. 
i^ntmg her head, she saw the shadowed clefts and bulging 
vvhiteness of the pillow above her, the tapestried hangings 
of the bed, the flattened vaulting of the roof, and for an 
instant obsen-ed with wonder and anger the girl crouched 
at tne bedside whose abandonment was a denial of the 
j tradibonally hers. She rose, commanded herself, 
Datned, dressed, and went down to breakfast with her 
mother and Sophie. 

“What are your plans for to-day, dear?” 

‘I shall ride after breakfast,” she decided, and, having 
Jacob, ordered her horse. 

I Oil will ride with a groom, Mevrouw?*’ 

Alone.” 

“Good, Mevrouw.” 

lookSgup 

tire yourself.” 

sle^teU?’ 
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In the hall while she waited fir her hrrse to be led 
rr-'izd troTT. the _«-! t w* vei r.er o:e 'aithin her b/ot, 

invihMy tapping I'er irrwat'encL. She nai sent ont orders 
wh:!e she break!astt.i, and now n 't:;:no svas prepared. She 
rernem.berei hcra f nee, :n Pnissta. Rupert had been cerr- 
pelled t ) wjit f - ins rwr^tn ani o rh; what a sudden out¬ 
break c.f htrcLnes? he had turr.vi on the proom. '*Thev 
expect :t. it L' r^‘''Omn ht tw . i^ni tr htr artenrards, 
‘Tecanse they ex:w.: itl”' n n. other -man. Violence is as 
distaste*'!: t r:w a-* t y y—rn -- perhaps he 

Pad a r On rood irnle an i a :1 n:oj th.nt searched 
Per 1” es. * 1. e 00-* a n t ^ r nd as tlieir phi^'e 
pnann.ri w.jj.-tV He h«I tappa ' ‘wr sh-nllar ani m.ed 
hiT, ihwfcnVrh; Enahuh vrwnen " Rirr..rr.herinc thia 
nan- as she looked out >>'Owr the uarvlcr and the lakes, she 
felt hchind her^eyes^ani in her thr.nit and breasts that 
stabbing of needle points which uas, in her, the prelude to 
anger, and she knew not whetlier she was angry' with the 
groom tor his delay or was whipped by the memorv of her 
husband’s custom 0': tapping her shoulder. How serious he 
had beerd How serums with her always, though with 
others he could be gay and light-heartecllf lie had planed 
at love, she too might have played and been happy. ‘'But 
you are not pretty as other wmnien are,” he had said 
once. ‘‘You are beautiful Julie, and for me you are 
sacred.” Sacred! She had mocked the word when he 
had first spoken it. “Sacred——!” He had taken her 
hand and kissed it with a tender embarrassmentj and had 
frightened her by saying: “Into thy hands, I commend 
my spirit.” 

She remembered how the deep, still passion with which 
he spoke had made even these extravagant words seem 
simple and unextravagant, and with wiiat gentleness he had 
for her sake tried to smile them away. They had smiled at 
each other and she had turned from Ms eyes, for she had 
felt that his iove was making of her what stie was not. She 
had feared his worship of her and his gentleness more than 
she would have feared any brutality in Mm; they had 
seemed to demand that she should outgrow her nature 
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and be by his need and his imagination transmuted against 
her will. 

Now, at this distance of time, when he had become for 
her a phantom, and their life together, though it micrht 
some day be resumed, a fragment of experience separated 
from her present knowledge of herself, she was able to 
obscure the power he had once had over her by thinkino'; I 
was a child and his solemnity overawed me. She could^let 
him slide away from her mind. She could read his letters as 
though they were letters found in some old drawer, not 
written by a living man or addressed to her. 

Why, then, am I made angry by recollection of his 
touch? she said, and, hearing the scutter of a horse’s hoofs 
in the gravel, she remembered that it was the groom’s 
delay that had roused her impatience. But the horse was so 
beautiful when he_ stood before her with the sun flowing 
over the silk of his flanks, and the stooping groom who 
mounted her grinned with such friendly complacence, that 
her anger was disarmed, and, seeing the man stand back 
to admire her cap in hand, she felt even his admiration 
glow in her as she rode away. 

At iastj she thought, when she reached the moors and a 
scented breeze came to her from the pine-woods, at last I 
am myself again. She was glad that she had sent Lewis 
away. She was even a little contemptuous of him for having 
so readily obeyed her. What she had intended when she 
wrote her letter w^as still clear in her mind: to put from her 
the madness of the body that had beset her beneath his 
touch and in the shadow of his touch. Neither conscience 
nor fear nor the rule of her marriage had impelled her to 
\vTite,but an intuitive resistance to an invasion of herself, 
ier decision had had ^ much and as little reason in it as 
the struggling thrust with which she would have striven to 
liberate herself from a hood drawn down suddenly over 
nnf cottage she had been powerless to resist 

the thing had possessed her; for that reason she had 
driven it back when she might. It was stronger than she; 
therefore she had put it from her. Now she was free of it, 
siie, tiiought. 
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^ In Lie c: :nip\L^e she 1 aj f r^otten Lewis. 

Xow Siie sa’-v Liiri rctcre aer as see hai seen hini in the 
cottage, and aetn^en *nra ari her, Lve e:. ' 1 

never have been as si.e h^h been imaairhna h—1 ’enlliart 
inicrliidt without conirnitnient. Reccan.eir-:; lex dcr’ih 
and pregnarxy of his love for her, sive v'.Ls siidierhv 
pierced by an enraplnred fear such as she iiad never before 
known. Her hnsrand also had r*nd power to transmute 
her^ to derriand timt in him sne shculd surpass her own 
nature, but apainst his tvrwnnve influence she had foupi.t 
stubborn!y. She did not oxh tu' resist Lewis but to yield 
to him, to increase to the stature of his imagining of her, 
to become his peace and rccorxiiiation, not his torment, 
hor an instant she permitted in herself recognition of this 
desire; then, with glittering eyes, repelied it. She was glad 
that he was gone, glad to be free. When, in the cottage, he 
had held her in his arms, he irdght, if this had been their 
destiny and his will, not have released her. But the instant 
had dropped into the past; she beheld it sinking as a stone, 
with diminishing gleam, sinks through clear w^ater. The 






THE FOUNTAIN 


in 


192 

instant was gone; she would think no more of it; but would 
think—the edge of her rein bit under her fingers, deep 
shadows of the pine-wood through which she was riding 
wheeled and bowed and parted before her with sedate 
mockery, and she remembered how the wayside elms, on 
the road from Rymwk, had stooped and'danced while 
he and she were driving towards the cottage. But she 
would not think of the cottage or of how' her arms would 
have fallen to her sides as she sw^ayed under his compul¬ 
sion, and the window behind his shoulders have slid down¬ 
ward beyond her seeing until-Her imagination w'as 

reversed in anger against him. Her horse, emerging from 
the pine-wood, swmng from trot to canter, from canter to 
gallop. She felt his body stretch under her. The wind of his 
movement streamed in cool rivulets under the lobes of her 
ears and swirled upward into the edges of the hair on her 
neck. She drew rein gently, allowing the rhythm to break 
like the dying of a sea, and when the horse was trembling 
under her and his steam was spurting between the gloved 
fingers with which she stroked his neck, she began to say 
that she w'ould WTite to Lewis so that there might be no 
more expectation in their silence. She would say—but it 
would be better not to write, for, if she wrote, he would 
certainly reply, pd to receive a letter from him. . . . She 
drew herself up in the saddle and rode leisurely homewurd. 


One evening of mid-June, about a fortnight after the 
battle of Jutland, Allard and his wife and the burgomaster 
of Rynwyk dined at the Castle. 

Before going down to dinner Julie read a second time 

& letter tiiat had beeii delivered to her during' the dayi 


Rustoord, Groenlingen, 

T. - Near Leiden, ibth June 

My dearest Jdlie, 

Since I came here I have been telling myself that 

we must leave each other in peace,. That is why I haven^t 
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written. B::t I cnnE en.inre tnat ‘"‘’w 
whirF we i:E rv't i:n e r —i;/ 


Dy no i:''nc Tit r-) ;r .r*/ rnt:* m 



whv I bs.d 2 "ne v. itE- lUt sevin * j : i- 
that I went in a rn )td cf r::*irnesi 


love bet'VLcn us to be a s:n. X.jne - o' t:nb is 
it is the cppf she of troth, 

W’hat has been goioGr csn in mv wnlnc sin 
daal I will not tch yon novo If I trioi 0 t-. 
write what I ntust not write or, trorn 
become your schoolmaster, foiunderinj i 
autobiography—and you would laugh at 
hear your laughter again, even your mocki. 
used to Stine me! 



But though, if that is your will, we may not meet aaain. 
for many years, I want our parting to be a gentle one, 
clear in our own decision and iintormented in memorv, 
not clouded by an embittering silence; and I v hi sav once 
that I love you-—not that in a passionate instant onlv I 
was enchanted, but that I love you with all my heart— 
with a love, hidden in me, I thir.k, since we read of 
Nausicaa together, that al! my knowledge of mvself 
strengthens and lightens and confirms. I am not torn and 
confused. I have been, but am not now. I iove you and 
must say so, that you, knowing, may judge. What there 
was in me before is enriched and quickened by you; what 
has come into my life now is yours always, though you 
put it from you, because you have given it to me. And I 
ask for nothing except that, whatever w'ay you take, know¬ 
ledge of my love may go with you. 

Forgive me if I do wrong in sending this letter. It is 
the last, unless some day, in peace of mind, you write to 
me. Do not, in any case, answer for a little while. Perhaps, 
in your own wisdom, do not answer at all. Lewis 


She put the letter away in a drawer of her writing-table, 
but its voice remained an undercurrent of her mind. While 
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she dined, phrases from it came to her out of the conversa- 
Uon that surrounded her—a conversation principally in 
French, for the burgomaster was French by sentimental 
allegiance, bemg one of those Dutchmen who are no 
content to be Dutch. After dinner, in the long room where 

that Aladame de Narwitz—if she would permit an old 
princt'est «>>' 

“Well,” he began, “this evening-” 

Yn„ evening,” Sophie interrupted. 

You will pay her comphments and that will be dull. Tell 
her wEat she was before you began to read the fairy-tale 
That will be interesting. You dined here on the evening 
^ ^°“,™ent. What was she like then?”^ 

vfho7 J tell you? he said to Julie, patting her hand in 
hat he hoped would pass for a fatherly manner. “Then 
my dear lady, you were the Sleeping Beauty. Now vou are 
Beauty awake Tell me what has^^kened^wu?” ^ 

^ Have you forgotten the fairy story?” Julie said. 

A prince? 

She laughed. “But of course!” 

“But where is he?” 

“Do you not see him reflected in my eyes?” 

He threw back his head with admi/able good humour 
pd exclaimed in Dutch: “Myself! Ha! That is good' That 
IS veiy good! How I wish it were true—if agafn you will 

^ confirmed, bachelor Hs privileged^ ^ 

Ine miracle yon see can have been caused onlv hv 

T cried. “Did you hear that 

«nt?r?gJac?”'H^ ®"'^bed with an eighteenth-’ 

hand to his mouth, and behind 
fnfu ^ ^ chuckling, shrewd aside: “If you werenh 

BO clever and so pretty I should almost believe you ” 
uring the long, tedious eyening on the balcony,' while 
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tne rrr.: 
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".I(IS indeed a v:''“ I ^ d , H’" 

h:i c■ I rL'sIty u n ierIv :e H h •: r ^ 

B'lt 5"'on he^ on!v th'/':r'’t "f 
the !ipht fr'jm the rc.:n; hchirei h': 
ndiciiicus aiireoH on hds e^"L tod 
osit:es and for S jvhits he^.n < -' 

The tormented To^i af that n:*ro 
Leo;is no mere appeared in her "h- 
was present in tee lassitnJt rf y^r 
of her mindj^ tne dreamlike inditlerc. 
peninas by^which she was prsst.n 
irom tne balcony to rnaKs tnc tea that T^* ” h" 
ten 0 clock, and held, ert ked 'oee'" r f o* f , 
silver spoon which she foimd embedded ammo bva 
the scent of the tea and tOt enerjv cf steam rb*' ^ '^’-e 
a pennon from the kettle seemed m be rarts cf herswb 
she was fascinated by their int’niM,cv, bv their 
themselves into the tmure of h.er own emctTm. and a''" 
sigh of delight and sadness broke from he/wh'dch •’ 

her hearing and made her smile. Was she delThted jr'sad? 
She did not know. She was alive with a s;.cret hfe inde¬ 
pendent (rf joy and of unhappiness; and when, after the 
iights of the burgomaster’s car had swept the avenue with 
gold, she went to her room in the tower, she becan to 
write to Lewis with no thought but that he was at l:er side, 
waiting for her to speak to Mm and touch him. ^L\!v dea- 
Lewis, This evening.. d’ But there was a gap to be bfid-ed 
between this evening and her last meeting with him. To 
see her pen check on the paper was to perceive the sap 
1 will leave him in peace, she said. It is better that'we 
shou d leave each other in peace. She held the paper to her 
candle and let it bum—like an actress on the sta^^e, she 
thought suddenly. But in life there is always more paper, 

she added with a smile. Nothing is final except-. How 

the edges of the paper wrinkled and sparked! A charred fra«^- 
ment rested on her forearm, so light that, when she closed 
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her eyes, she could not feel it there; and when she opened 
her eyes it was gone. Was there moon enough to see the 
water and the island? In an embrasure, feeling the warmth 
of her blood drawn into the cool stone against which she 
was leaning, she thought that to-night she would have liked 
to dance and hear music, not the whisper of her own solitary 
clavichord, but the sparkle of a harpsichord or the brilli¬ 
ance of violins. She would have liked to dance for lon(j 
hours by candle-light, and in the morning, when she was 
tired, with the echo of music growing tired in her mind 
strip and swim in the lakes about sunrise, watching the 
island afloat among straws of golden cr}>-stal, feelin^ the 
drag of cold water under the thrust of her striking arm. 



CHAPTER TWO 


I 


L 




SutlirJ 2" k' ' 

My dear Le%¥is^ 

Your pen, your ink, your r..rcr, r ”r v 

librany and so there must De*a letter to v no bef:-re I :kmb 
,mj own staircase in the wall up to n:y own rn.en!. W-A^tl.er 
you find it or not will depend on Ljw mom . v' i 

still have in Descartes by the time he reac!:es vou, R:mn-- 
deil told me to-day that", when he vifited vou" y:u sp he 
about the volume of Descartes with Dirk's notes in in‘ and 
just now when I was undressing I remembered. So I come 
doivn to find it. I don’t know ifYou reahv want it. Perimns 
Fm only using it p an excuse to end this"long siknee since 
you went. Sometimes I wonder why you did go. Wiien I 
wrote, I think I expected you to disobey me. At any rate, 
though I wished you to go and perhaps expected vou to^ 
I didn’t imagine you gone, I didn’t imagine the suntmer and 
the autumn passing without you. Bless you, Lewis dear. 
My hand is cold and all trembling—thislibrary^ is like an 
ice-well. I haven’t said an}thing I wanted to say. I liavenk 
even told you why I didn’t answer the letter you wrote in 
June. Need I.? I love you. Bless you and good-niKht. Fm 
happy and miserable and shaky. Perhaps you wii! never 
find this—and perhaps that would be best. I don’t know. 

JULIB 
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Groenlingen,, 

Sunday, a^th November 

My dearest Julie, 

Why did^you send it in a book? I might never have 
found it—was that why? I suppose it was. 

Three weeks ago I came in from a long walk to find on 
my table a parcel addressed in Ramsdell’s handwritir.o-. 
Inside it was Dirk’s volume of Descartes with a letter from 
Ramsdell saying he had taken it for me from the Castle 
library and that I must return it to him when I’d done with 
It. I wasn’t in a mood for Descartes; I had passed on to 
other books and other thoughts since Ramsdell visited me 
here, and I put the book on the window-sill, where it was 
soon hidden in the mass of stuff that accumulates in these 
little lodgings of mine. Now and then I have a grand clear-« 
ance. I began one to-night and found Descartes. That was 
the end of my housemaiding. I sat down to read. Your 
letter tumbled out on my knees. 

Your writing! I remem'ber the first letter I had from you 
m the fort. I didn t know you, but even then I could not 
escape from the mystery of your letter—a letter from a 
ghost that I could see and yet not see; your hand on the 
paper; your pen forming the words under my eyes- your 
eyes looking at them. And now—O Julie, to have lying 
before nie now, on my table within reach of my hand 
a letter from you! It’s as if you were in the room. More 
than that as if the secret of you, the deepest essence, 
were with me but intangible—the scent of unseen flowers 
entering an open window suddenly. You wrote from the 
library, cold, at night. But though I can perceive the cold 
ana the dark, my imagination does not accept them only. 

iff you, while 

we talked of the seventeenth century- I see you moving 

■Kith a candle from shelf to shelf with the shine of it in 
} our hair and shadow flowing and leaping at vour feet: I 
see you under the trees watching the tennis; comng off the 

'^P P^^^ ^^^ding to the cottage: 

and all these imaginings are one imagining from which 
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yo'i emerge, the q Jintessen:- ^5 a t;/ i^aad nmrh'tati .a?, ? 
rea’ity greater tiian the rebate of f-.e trino 5eer-. 

Thitre has been a e'ap :n m.v t* rov. I''ur?' and 

micrc. I couldn't go tjn. I have I -ojn Wu.Ik:nr ;n h;. n on: m 
outside the house, where the trees :.re crc..khnj :n a fr* ?tv 
wind as though the branches were huno vuth ww'.to. And 
I have been starine at your letter aoi .Nt«r:nc the Iimr 
and still I can't easily go on, I durdt kn ‘W vour .-In: mund, 
Juke. I don't know what you wo-uld have written sf vou 
had written to me—net tc Descartes* 

I will tell you why I :vent away mare than dve months 
ago. Partly because you were a tvoman and trw ch ice was 
yours—a conventional reason; partly fer anr.ther rea>ori 
that was my own. I can write of it coolly now: then there 
was little left to either of us but intuition. Your intuition 
was to send me away. You wrote your letter at once, 
without hesitation; you didn't think it out—ycu sat down 
and wrote; within an hour Jacob had brought it to the 
cottage. Aly intuition confirmed yours. I could nut see. I 
knew that our love had become a greater or 2 more trivial 
thing than either had formerly understu^A—-ah jr n vd.mg. 
But I could not see or distinguish. I felt, but could not 
judge. 

Love, friendship even, every intimate association be¬ 
tween two people has, I believe, an underlying substance-— 
think of it as a separate personality (the metaphysicians, if 
you’ll forgive them, would call it a hypostasis)~whi.ch is 
distinct from their separate personalities, though it has 
proceeded from their mingling. To betray or confuse or 
corrupt or belittle it is the unforgivable sin. So I believe. 
I do not believe that the bodily delight of love is a sin, 
but that it becomes a deadly betrayal wherever a human 
relationship is obsessed by the acceptance, or by the de¬ 
sire, of it. Either you and I were by our discovery of each 
other made gods with power to create, in our relationship, 
a perdurable essence, higher than ourselves, independent 
of our delights, or we were animals caught in a trap. Either 
our beings would grow, and move towards peace and still¬ 
ness through our love and because of it, or be wasted in a 
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you emerge, the quintessence of a thousand meditations, a 
reality greater than the reality of one tiiirm seen. 

There has been a gap in my Ltte--™* rti . 'ts and 
more. I couldn’t go on. I have been walking in tlie meadow 
outside the house, where the trees are criC.dir'j m a fr^ -tv 
wind as though the branches were hunn v;:th icicles. And 
I have been staring at your letter and staring at the lamp 
and still I can’t easily go on. I dooh know ymur calm mind, 
Julie. I don’t know w'hat you would have cvritten if vou 
had written to me—not to Descartes* 

I will teii you why I went away more than Sve ruicnths 
ago. Partly because you were a woman and the cr.oice vcas 
yourS'—a conventional reason; partly for another reason 
that was my own. I can write of it coolly now; then there 
was little left to either of us but intuition. Your intuition 
was to send me away. You wrote your letter at once, 
without hesitation; you didn’t think it out—you sat down 
and wrote; within an hour Jacob had brought it to the 
cottage. Yly intuition confirmed yours. I could not see, I 
knew that our love had becorn,e a greater or a more trivia! 
thing than either had formerly understood—-all or nothing. 
But I could not see or distinguish. I felt, but could not 
judge. 

Love, friendship even, every intimate association be¬ 
tween two people has, I believe, an underlying substance— 
think of it as a separate personality (the metaphysicians, il 
you’ll forgive them, would call it a hypostasis)—which is 
distinct from their separate personalities, though it has 
proceeded from their mingling. To betray or confuse or 
corrupt or belittle it is the unforgivable sin. So I beltei^e. 
I do not believe that the bodily delight of love is a sin, 
but that it becomes a deadly betrayal wherever a human 
relationship is obsessed by the acceptance, or by the de¬ 
sire, of it. Either you and I were by our discovery^ of each 
other made gods with power to create, in our relatioosliip, 
a perdurable essence, higher than ourselves, independent 
of our delights, or we were animals caught in a trap. Either 
our beings would grow, and move towards peace and still¬ 
ness through our love and because of it, or be wasted in a 
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trivial passion. Our love was a predestined force that would 
create of itself a personality—a hypostasis—more beauti¬ 
ful and vital and lasting than ourselves, or it was a sterile 
pleasure, no more. I wanted to know and judge of our¬ 
selves. I say: “I wanted to knotv and judge ”—then I 
wanted nothing but to be near you, to abandon all thought 
m desire for you. But my intuition was to go, as yours was 
to bid me go. Since my going I have understood whv I 
went. ^ 

Another gap. I have been in the meadow again, where 
morning is beginning, and I have read through what I have 
%vritten—a letter broken into two pieces, your lover’s and 
you will say, your schoolmaster’s. Whatever the conse¬ 
quence, it must go as it is. Without lying to myself and 
to you, I cannot mend either part of it. Even what vmur 
schoolmaster has written your lover has thought; that must 
pardon its stiffness. I said once that I would not try to 
tell you what had been going on in my mind, for you 
would laugh at me. I would rather be laughed at than 
deceive you, for now, even more certainly than before I 

Lewis 


Enkend.4al, 

Mt de,« Lewis, 

Thank you for your letter—such a strange letter 
too; I imagine you writing it in your lodgings with books’ 
and papers round you in such heaps that you can scarcely 
see over them—^into the world. 

You tell me nothing of your work. I often think of you 
and the seventeenth century when I sit down to play on 
my clavichord. I don’t play it often now. The evening is 
playing) and often when I come to 
e the fire is_ out, or almost out, in my little music-room. 
Ihe weather is becoming very cold. Perhaps we shall be 
skatmg soon. 

Sonie day when you have nothing better to do, write 

fff . progresses. I shall always be 

mterested in that. I suppose you will be a great man some 
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day, and that your iettar. I rr t , ' 

puzzle your biographer almost as .m;mv. 


Lewis DEAR, /’nr.-y 

I wish I hadn’t sent that sihv letter. It -: <0 
clever to me when I had writter :h I was -.yr'ri'Vm 
always being made angry by vcu—'ust 000:/:;"'i'rmy=o 
intolerably young, I suppose’ a’nd should ryih-';'ah..Vr.lr 
if I were being made ioVe to by iittle men w ho amui*-u'me 

and excited me and didn’t make me feel as vou i a_md m 

my husband did in his different wav—that"the tw hi it so 
much older than I am. I want to piav and he hi"'? v - a 
little w'hile—that's ail; so you mustn’t think I m more than 
I am and must try to forgive me. "' 

Because that isn’t really all. That's the part of me that 
was made angry by your letter. But you know there's 
another part that was frighteningly proud because it was 
you that had written it. The auste'ritv and quietness'of it 
were you, really you. That’s why I locked it awav. Not for 
your biographer. 

My own reply went off by last night’s post. Now it’s 
early morning. I crept down into the^hall just now to see 
if my letter was still on the_ table; I should have taken it 
back, but it had gone. And it’s too early to get up, so I’m 
writing this in bed, by daylight and candle-light—half and 
half. 

I suppose our lives, yours and mine, are utterly different. 
Some day I shall go back to Prussia and settle down some¬ 
how with enormous dogs ail round me, and I shall have 
to play cards, and we shall go to Berlin for a part of the 
year and to Munich for music and pay visits in the Black 
Forest. Of course everything may be d'ifferent. Rupert has 
been wounded a second time; I don’t know how badly; he 
says it isn’t serious, but he says I’m not on any account to 
go to him. After the war, he tells me, we shall be much 
poorer than we were, but I don’t know what that means— 





202 


THE FOUNTAIN 


III 


he is always veiy^ careful to say nothing about interna! 
conditions in Germany except that the “people are bearing 
everything with wonderful loyalty.” I don’t know how 
serious it is for people like us. I should hate to be poor, 
even moderately poor, in Germany. To me, as I remember 
it, it’s ail like an old-fashioned play, and in a play one must 
have the lead! And you will go on with your own life— 
Cheppmg and a dusty, inky office in Fells Square. Or shall 
you be able to give up the publishing business? I suppose 
that, like everything else, depends on how the war ends. 

My maid came in to draw my curtains and was sur¬ 
prised to find me sitting up in bed. She has firmly taken 
my candle away. There is economy in candles, she says. 
Anyhow, I don’t need it any more. 

And so a new day begins. How lovely it would be if you 
were here! What came afterwards for me in Germany and 
for you in England wouldn’t matter so much, would it? 
I should be able to forget there was a future, I think, 
but you wouldn’t—and I love you the more because you 
wouldn’t. Dear Lewis, remember me sometimes when it’s 
all over and Fm in Germany with the dogs and the cards. 
And to think that, though it may be the worthless part 
of me that wants you here now, it’s not the worthless part 
that loves you—perhaps a little as you would wish to be 
loved. Write to me sometimes—a lecture on metaphysics 
or a lesson in Greek will do. I’ll take it out with me on to 
the moors, and when Fm an old, old woman I shall unlock 
it and read it again and remember the smell of this candle- 
wick and that it’s breakfast-time and Fm not dressed. 

Julie 

Groenlingen, 
Monday^ 11 ih December 

I haven’t answered your two letters, Julie, my dearest. 
I have let them, lie for a week—it must be more than a 
week—for the answer I wrote when I received them I 
destroyed, and until now I have been unable to write 
another. 
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To live alone as I do i.ere f£I:nr, into oc j ofo?'- 
of sileo.ce and waking to si'ence ao'?ko, is to Act;::ro a Oc’v 
perceptiveness. Silence is not si.erT:: vou kecio 0 ) coi 
feel the growth of natural throes; v " 

on the pulse of earth herself. Ofterl I v .ot . jr ^vt- 

ya,rd at Chepping when I was a bay, for I th*, .:f*: X-jt 
this ma,ii or that woman, as they were in life, ^rr- at 
me through the grass, but leings wha. in their I me dmk- 
ness and silence, have learned to set ani htcr mw'w; cj 'T 
not on earth. If they are rcvonciled with the ro :? * f trees 
and the bulbs of flowers and have heard the flrst movement 
of water under ground and have 2 comntunitv uftli the 
swiftness of fallen birds, rotted and buried frcirn the eves 
of men, certainly they must hear me, though I sav n.munc, 
and understand me, though all my thought is tr:/«.Mcd 
and in confusion. And as I imagined then that the dead 
fe,lt and saw, so I am beginning now to see and feed A 
voice from the outside world stirs me as the wind a harp- 
string. And I seem less to hear what is said and to interpret 
it in its own terms than to receive the essence of the speaker. 
That is why I wrote what made you aRcr}v 

You are in this room with me now more closelv than 
you have ever been. Your presence enters into me and 
"becomes a part of me. And if I say only that I iove you. 
I am using language of which my life has outrun' the 
meaning. One loves what is externa! to oneself and you 
have ceased to be external to me. Yet there is no other 
language I may use, and the words arise again and again— 
1 love, I worship, I desire. 

I am filled with thoughts that delight and burn me, but 
I am filled also with expectation of such a tranquillity as 
I have aiw^ays dreamed of. The burning thought and'the 
tranquil expectation are enemies now; but they are inter¬ 
locked: without one, the other could not be fu.ifilled, and 
I would not have it otherwise. 

When I think of returning to you, and of your receiving 
me, and of the miracle of seeing with my eyes the bodily 
presentment of what you have becom,e within me, all my 
memories and half-memories of happiness, ail nay long- 
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ings for appeasement of beauty, rise up to be fulfilled. It 
is very strange that I did not know I loved you when you 
were a child. There was a quality in you then which, with¬ 
out my understanding it, has always stood between me and 
any love but yours. When first I came to Enkendaal, almost 
a year ago, I did not know this, but I felt, when I saw you 
an indescribable anguish of remoteness and loss. You 
belonged to a different world; you were very youncr', very 
gay, ver}'scornful, with a brilliant arrogance; vou'^made 
rne feel stiff and old; I saw myself in the flash of your in¬ 
difference; I knew—-though the knowledge did not express 
Itself m my thought—that it had become finally impos¬ 
sible that you should love me. And now you love me. 
In your first letter, in the Descartes, you told me this' 
but the words were like a song over the mountains- they 
seemed not intended for me. When you told me ac^ain in 
this letter written by morning candle-light, suddenly the 
words were whispered in my ear and I could hear no other 
sound on earth. They shut out all else. I wrote to you in a 
madness—from the burning core of my thought; that 
letter I didn t send—I didn’t finish it. 

fke imagination of your beauty is an epitome of 
every impulse of my senses since I became man. But the 
name IS not all of me nor all of you. As lovers, we may 
pass through and beyond it, not by its failure but by our 
supremacy over it. If this is not true, then love is corrup- 
bon and there is no truth but in renunciation and no peace 
but m death; but in this world, truth resides in our per¬ 
ception of it. Our own judgement is our fate, in this as in 
all else. For those who, as I am, are freed—or exiled— 
irom belief in immutable, divine commands, there is no 
mle against love, and no absolute duty of love but the 
duty to discover, and continually re-discover, its quality, 
whether d be a greed only and sterile or of the spirit ahd 
fruitful. That is my belief, Julie. You must judge of your¬ 
self as I of myself. ® 
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Exkcx? 

^ n/, 

My dapxinGj '" 

I i! write soon. Pve read vrrir letter '-fTf 
again. I don't know what to saw It seerns to ; 
feel and be more than Tin capable of. iTrnak 
mean and shallow, and whatever I tr; ti write" 
less. So this is just to ask you to wait and urTta 
because I don't answer yet Fm not " 

Ycur loving—but rath.er fnaduoned 



^ vnir 


Ex 


Lewis dear, 

I think I can, ivrite now—at least. Fh trv t 
a long time, youll say! A,nd it's true, Fve^bee? deb’ 
putting it all out of my mind. kVe’ve had 
here for the skating, and then Rams Jell and DaiLw 
and Goof^and ,AlIard and Allard s wife—and Sorb' 
went to Ltrecht and joined up with another part* 
We skated over the canals, miles and miles. Love 
ing! Have you ever used Dutch skates—a vere dm. 
edge and loose under the heel You get a swin'^and , 
you don't get any other way. It's like piavina; music 
air, " " 


r:‘w 

b-wh 
ratdj 
I Vina 
mi L 

I’tkun 
-n the 


Wewvere away for three days, putting up in an note! 
one night, and on two nights in countr'whouses wiiere we 

picked up more people. It’s a good winter for tiioje -.vho 
have fuel enough. They were short in the cottage—in fact, 
they ran out altogether, but Ballater was so proud of his 
housekeeping that he wouldn’t say a word .Whey lived 
a kind of secret Esquimaux life on an oil-stove until I 
found them sitting round it in greatcoats—Ballater ill and 
Ramsdeil shiveringly looking after him like a hero. I told 
Uncle Pieter. Now he treats them as he treats the whole 
village, the whole Enkendaal estate. No one there is ever 
allowed to shiver or be hungry. Mother has thousands of 
eggs in pickle. She gives them away—and much else—and 
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loves it! And Unde Pieter cuts down his woods. It's some¬ 
thing to live on an estate where the landlord really does 
regard his landlordism as a sacred duty—or not even a 
dutyj but as part of the naturah inherited obligations of the 
head of a vast family. He won't hear of subscriptions bv 
other people or help from Rynwyk. The Enkeodaai people 
are his people. When there's need, eve,r}'tlimg he has is 
theirS’—just as much as if they were his children* They 
adore him, and the queer thing is that he's scarcely aware 
that in this world he’s fast becoming unique. 

All that sounds as if I were still putting off what I have 
to say. But it's all mixed up with what Fve been thinking 
about—I- mean, the difference between your world and 
mine. For Rupert and Unde Pieter are linked in a wav, 
though utterly different as men. If we come down to hard 
realities, I'm linked with them. 

I know Fm often provocative and maddening—all hot 
and cold. Now Fm going to strip myself of all that, as 
far as I can. I must. We've got to understand one another, 
Lewis. Your letter, that makes me love you and fear you 
and fear what Fve done to you, has so much more in it 
than there can ever be in me that it makes me feel little 
and ashamed. I don't deserve to be loved as you love 
me—or as Rupert loves me. There simply isn't the stuff 
in me unless people bigger than myself imagine it in me 
and draw me up, as it were, to their imagination; there's 
something in me which responds to that—no more, Lewis 
dear. But at least I can stop myself doing you a damnable 
wrong because I've let you misunderstand me. This is 
going to be a candid letter, on my own plane—perhaps an 
unlovely letter, I don’t know, but a true one, because I do 
love you. 

In the great world—I mean the international great 
world, Rupert's, Uncle Pieter's, mine too now—you don't 
marr}^ for love or, if you do, only exceptionally and by 
chance. It's not the rule, it's not even the recognised ideal, 
as it is in professional, middle-class England. No one 
expects you to. That sounds very harsh, but it's not un¬ 
reasonable and not at root unideaiistic. There's a difference 
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of idea!, as there’s a dhTerence of traiith'.r., and i always 
beiieve t:irt the value idtid.s ues less in the ef the 

ideals themselves than in ti:e fart that mr>rhe uhl suTer 
and discipline themselves ar .1 reri.crs iw f V th.rt, v.wt- 
ever they are, good or bad. Xet: c.s e"' m d a^d had 
change from age to age and betwe-r. orunmv ^:ii c'.untrv. 
There’s little that’s absolute except the r r.ver t r 'Umd drm 
bv what you do believe in. That seems C'm«d t ' me. 

'And you can’t keep property trygether and preserve a 
privileged and responsible class vdthout ahvays putting 
the necessities of the class and the family huftre the e" ves 
of the individual. Particularly that’s true of a emunmy like 
Holland, where all the property cant be left to one build, 
blit must by law be divided and redivided. The red:v;s:,.ms 
have to be cancelled out again and again by nmrriage 
settlements. If the Leydens had married for Icve, :h cgk 
their sons might have brought in new wealth of their otvn 
making from Java and elsewhere, they’d have ceased to exist 
as a family. Good or bad, their tradition would have gone. I 
think it good—socially, morally, every way; but whether 
good or bad, there it is—it’s their ideal. It’s what those 
who believe in it have to stand by, and do stand by, often at 
enormous sacrifice of their own inclinations. Uncle Pieter 
married Mother for love; but not until he’d gone through 
years of self-denial and was a widower de cotreemnee with 
heirs de convenance, IVe always felt as if I were a bastard 
child in this place. It has often made me desperately un¬ 
happy, but I see their point. 

The whole aristocratic tradition would smash if mar¬ 
riages weren’t still largely the affair of the family council. 
It isn’t now, on the surface, as arbitrary as it was. It 
doesn’t say: Mademoiselle, you are to be married next 
Monday to Monsieur Un Tel, though to you lie’s an 
ogre. Blit it still counts the quarterings and the hectares. 
It doesn’t command and bully you any more; you can go 
to the rabble if you’ve made up your mind to it; but it 
makes it pretty clear to its young women that, though 
they needn’t mariy^ a man they loathe, their choice is 
iiarrowly limited. People who are mot, as Uncle Pieter 
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quietly says, ‘‘one of us”, may scoff and may be genuinely 
disgusted* They think of the aristocratic system as an 
unromantic greed for power and property or as mere 
empty snobbishness; but it’s not that; there’s too much 
sacrifice and suffering wrapped up in it; at heart, it’s much 
less snobbish and selfish than many so-called romantic 
marriages. I respect it. Anyhow there’s nothing mean, and 
something rather magnificent, about the self-subordina¬ 
tion, nowadays much more than half-voluntary, of the 
younger generation—girls particularly—a kind of tight- 
iacing of their otvn impulses. Girls particiiiarly, because 
love outside marriage, which is an implied balance of the 
whole system, is still much harder for them—without 
bringing down the whole pack of cards. 

Fm not going to bring it down, Lewis, That’s what Fve 
had to make myself say. And it’s been hard for me to say 
because Fm still English enough to know and feel the 
arguments of the other side—that I won’t come into the 
open, that therefore my love for you must be selfish and 
contemptible, that I’m willing to deceive my husband and 
go on living with him afterwards because I know which 
side my bread is buttered. If you see it in that light, you 
will despise me and not answer this. That will be the end 
for us, and I suppose, if I am as hard-minded as Fm tiying 
to be now, I shall call myself a fool ever afterwards for 
having written this letter instead of deceiving you. But 
there’s the truth for you to judge me by. I love you as I 
have never begun to love anyone. But I don’t mean to 
break up my marriage. By standards that are not mine, I 
may be “deceiving” my husband, though I never loved 
Mm or pretended to. But I did go into my marriage, with 
mj eyes open, on certain terms clearly implied—that I 
wouldn’t disgrace him openly or let his tradition down. 
I stand by those terms and I should stand by them just 
the same if he became poor and had nothing to give me, 
and I’d stand by them even if I knew that he had taken 
mistresses. 

Oh, my dearest one, I’m saying it all so badly. It sounds 
, , 80 cold and calculating, but I’m trying to do in my own 
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world what you w’ent away to do in vwirs—to ??e t> ; x 
thing p!ain, and, thuuoli I b re y t ^ 1 v- 

yon with all of myself, and sometimes : innw„h * . 0 Lm 
ashamed of wanting yon as I do, I kn it's t'-nt -r 

this interlude—the war—is o^’e^ W’O' ho-brrd „ni ins 
world, \Thidi are my realities, as this bne .f '”nrs a*" I 
mine is a lovely, magic dream, w:k claim me a jl:n. I s::;kk 
go back, carrydrig with me one bnc, d‘ m, k.rre ?. rm— 
still the most precious thing in mv ^:fe. hut I si :!i a: i\t:k 
and live in that great castle of his and be not ^si a^noi 
my secret but proud of it. There have t £‘■"'‘0 ** '"''■‘t ''"^d 
passionate loves there before; he knows it: but i.ok betu 
so proud of teiiing me that there has never Iw-m. on 
scandal or any slur upon his race. It's a reoi pride; not 
petty and personal and jealous, but representative cf much 
more than he is or I am. Hi not break it. 

If he didnh love me, I shouldnh have a fragment of 
doubt. It happens that he does. And—this is harder to say 
than all the rest put together—that, to me, is the more 
reason for secrecy. Every letter I have from him shows me 
—so that I can scarcely read them if I once remember that 
they are addressed to m^^and that he’s real and not just a 
far-off, impossible ghost —every letter shows me tact he 
loves me, or something he has imagined in me, more and 
more. It’s horrible. He has suffered so much. And he’s 
built me up into a kind of idol in the midst of al! the mess 
of his life and—but it’s all unreal, Lewis. I don’t love rim. 
Sometimes I think he’s almost mad. Perhaps hell go mad. 
I don’t know. But because he loves me, Ill not hurt him 
.personally; he needn’t know; he can’t ever know. 

Now you know what I feel about the imperinanence 
of our being together. There are people who believe that 
love isn’t love that doesn’t contemplate an everlasting 
domesticity. And there are people who believe that there 
are direct commandments from God which make love 
between us a mortal sin. And there’s a whole world in 
England—your world, Lewis; I remember your moving 
in it with a queer air of being detached from it and 
yet of being tied to it—there’s a whole world of people 
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who think quite differently from, me about all these things, 
and would be far more ready nowadays to forgive a woman 
who faced a public scandal in order to marry her lover 
than a woman who kept her secret. They think of the 
scandal as a badge of courage—anyhow a mark of sincerity. 

You have never told me what you feel about this. Your 
letter is out of my reach sometimes. I can't apply it to 
what's in my own mind. Does it mean that what we do 
we are to do openly? Why do you love me} I am so different 
from you. Do you love me? Yes, but how? Tell me, please 
tell me, how we stand with the world. Fm not a goddess, 
Lewis, Fm very little of what you think me. Fm a girl 
who loves you and w^ants to know what you expect of her. 
Tell me, Lewis dear, and don’t despise me. In my own 
way Fm trying to judge of myself. 

Julie 

Groenlingen, 
Friday, 2gth December 

Forgive me, Julie. There was no need to write the letter 
you call unlovely; I ought to have made the answer clear 
long ago. From"the time when you were a brilliant, im¬ 
petuous child, I have known how far separated our \yorlds 
must always be. I don’t mistake myself—or jou. It is not 
conceivable, unless a miracle were worked in both of us, 
that you could be happy as my wife. My existence after 
the war, as I imagine it now, would be prison to you, and 
I am not made to be the gaoler of you or any woman.^ If 
. we are lovers, I shall enter into the legend for a little while, 
and a legend may continue though the book be shut and 
taken away. Our care will not be an impossible reconcilia¬ 
tion with the world. Our love will be ringed about in time, 
having a perfection wLich, when the ring is dissolved, will 
change its form but. not cease to be. 

Why do I love you, you ask, and in what way? It seems 
strange to you that I, who have so long cultivated solitude 
and austerity, should be able, without denial of myself, to 
love one whose life belongs, as yours does, to the world, 
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it seems st^atce' to me,.1:;-. :'\tt i . 

a mar as I. ILiat :m'a .Lo ■ 11 a L.t-.-m-te.; y-o : ■ 

cf r.-.y mind ar.i tLtl m r, y m. a •. '• -- t ' 

V -'-'scE Lm.aster. ='i E“L--. r. ' 

at La^r espLm. tn mysol;. I, ' j j . ’ ; .a t 

me: yoa v.ere v.Ild-; ; >e my _r;.. 0 y .Hi 

qtaeiticr to ask, ym; v ^re r :■ rt i ..'’.a - , ’..a 

answer it; you sf t.L'.t m. c '.tm-^I'y,' ’■ ■ 

a c"ild and I was a ma". 'i e v -me d* ‘.r . ' '• 

we loved each other then, r.^t irmmIL- t -t v,e 
should lo%'e each other now. I; i: ‘rat . n, .m . ve :re 

in the W2V voii dc rxw tvx i 5 i. t ...t n . 

Hie hide niv eves from trouoit. it Xj os n * ^ ^ * -ir ^ 

discovered that the waves or e\xd ::m. 

How shall I tei! you v.hv I love yoa _ r 'yith r it rr.r.r r-er 
of love? I know tins—I -now ;t r ^w. 11. wc , t y--* r ‘t 
knew it with certainty wh-cr. v,e pyrtod—t:..-t n.} I t r .= 
not a swervinc from my pury ;e. r an tr.r..._r- .n* m 1 
a balancing of it. Since I naye been here, with kr. 'o .o ice 
of vou within me, i have lOcked bac.-: up n my tw e 
in Holland and have begun to understrni h’w tten. and 
in what ways, I have been^fooiish andyrrocunt. Ottcn^i 
have been most arrogantywhen I have ’■.hc-.eu m. jv.tyo 
be full of humility; this is one o! t; 'e_h7ci‘ pyrau-cws oy 
which all novices oi the contemphyuve EG have heen beset. 
Once only, on my last day in the fert, did I .itniin a a;i- 
tant perception of the vvavyi must one -day tuliow. 1 Se.t 
as nature must feel in the hrst death of winter. 

You are the death of another winter in me. I looitey! .or 
peace in solitude; it was thronged with prides and ue- 
iusions. I looked for truth within myseli a.one, nut tr.c 
truth, which is in all inen, was frozen deep in me and 1 
had no sun to discover it. Xovv, because you love mc,^..ie 
winter of my soul moves from me and solitude is empuea 
of great perils. There is no surprise more magical tnan 
the surprise of being loved; it is God’s finger on man s 
shoulder. There is no peace equivalent to t_ne peace ot 
loving; it is the sigh of a hated child who, laymg nis head 
upon his pillow, lias consolation in sleep, passing trom the 
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blindness of life into the serene assurance of dreams. The 
beauty of this world is comprehended in you and the 
beauty of another prefigured. You are all the seasons of 
mercy. And because, like the seasons, you will pass from 
me, each hour that I am with you will have the double bliss 
of memory and experience. 

When may I come to you? Lewis 

Enkendaal, 
Sunday, 31^^ December 

Lewis dear, dear Lewis, 

I am afraid of this love. I am so afraid—to let it 
go or to take it. I dare not take it; but to let it go,^ and then 
aftenvards to look back and remember what might have 
been—^that makes it unendurable to live. It makes a coward 
of me. I cannot bear to be a coward. But I cannot bear 
to be so much less than you think me. So much less and 
yet so eager to be all your Julie 

Don't write yet. I'm going out for a great walk with 
Ramsdell. It's raining and sleeting but we shall go. When 
I'm back I'll wmite, or perhaps to-morrow. Bless you in 
the New Year. 

Enkendaal, 
Tuesday, 2nd January 

Dearest Lewis, 

We walked and walked, Ramsdell and I. He's a 
dear. He knows everything, though I've told him.nothing. 
He talked about you. 

Would it be possible, Lewis, for us to be friends? Then 
I shouldn't lose you altogether and perhaps you'd never 
lm,ow that I am—what I am. We could work together and 
be together. Fd work with you. You could come back to 
the tower where you were happy. Uncle Pieter wants you 
back. I'd work with you on the seventeenth century. I 
wouldn't spoil your w^ork. We'd be together, and not just 
starve and starve, writing letters. And I should be hurting 
...myself—which is something, which isn't just blankness. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

'Tt is too cold for ladies to travel/’ the Baron said next 
morning, the third of the new year. “The trains are not 
heated,” and Julie heard her mother and Sophie accept 
readily the excuse he offered them. A maid was summoned; 
their luggage was not to be brought down, but unpacked; 
tlie Baron would go to the Hague alone. 

“But I am going,” Julie said. 

“You can’t. . . . Why should you go?” 

“Why should Uncle Pieter go alone? He hates being in 
towns alone.” 

He was at the window, the yellow skin of his forehead 
illuminated by the gleam of snow, his eyes screwed up 
against the dazzle of the ground and the metallic glistening 
of the sky. 

“It’s true I hate towns,” he said. “But I have to go. 
Kind of you, Julie. But don’t think of it. It’s no weather 
for women.” 

“I want to go,” she said. 

“It’s always the same with her,” Sophie put in. “Any¬ 
thing to get away from Enkendaal.” 

The maid hesitated, uncertain of her orders, and the 
Baroness spoke with decision: “Unpack all the luggage.” 
Julie, she thought, did not mean what she said. 

“But I intend to go,” Julie exclaimed. “I mean to go.” 
The blood came to her cheeks, a tremor ran across her 
shouldem, and, seeing van Leyden’s eyes shift at the dis- 
proportion of her emotion to its apparent cause, she under¬ 
stood, as she had not before, that to go to the Hague was 
not in her a whim but a necessity, the keeping of a pledge 
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T:'s'cld ir.an at her. ‘■r.'.-t rrey “jr r.... = % vi 

resv,” he said, and. seeing nc-r an deg h'-.r y_’.^ ' g.*. t s 
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“ In the train, because she was w=:h him, i.e w not 
smoke. His fingers puileJ at his c;gar-c...'e .ini ren.u^ei it. 
"But whv not, Uncle Piettr.- k de in t.te i o'ise. 
"Not here,” he rerhed stubbi.Tn'y. 

“Because I’m with you?” _ ^ ^ . 

He smiled his prejudice, but wuiiid not expla;n^*t. _ 

“If I smoke a cigarette?” she said, and opemi r.cr Dag. 
“.\h, Julie! Not m_ public.”^^ 

“But the carriage is empty.”_ ^ 

He dragged his collar about his ears, “.\syo_u wi.i, tnen. 
“You forbid?” she said, the cigarette between tier 


fingers. . . „ 

“I forbid nothing to women. I astt sometimes. 

She returned the cigarette, dosed^case and b..g. ‘‘-\s we 
have onlv begun to elope, I’ll obey, sae answerer. 

A smi'le, concealed at the mouth by ms co..t-coaar, 
appeared in the wrintties about his eyes. ^ ^ _ 

That night, after the guests he had inv.tea to dine with 
him at the ”Deux Villes were gone, they sat togetner m tae 


hall, drinking tea. 
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“What shall you do to-morrow, Uncle Pieter?” and 
while he told her his plans she thought: To-morrow Lewis 
will come; perhaps to-night by a late train, and, hearintj 
the door swing, she turned her head in delight and terror 

“What has become of Alison?” Uncle Pieter said. 

He began to talk of Dirk van Leyden’s papers. 

If it had been Lewis that had come in then, she thouf^ht 
he would have been sitting now on that empty chair and I 
should have been saying: We will order fresh tea. But I 
should add: Let us have it in our sitting-room. Uncle 
Pieter; it is cold here. And perhaps, before it was time to 
say good-night. Uncle Pieter would go from the room for a 
moment, and for a moment we should say nothin'^; then 
suddenly- ’ 

“It|s too cold for you here in that dress,” Uncle Pieter 
said. “You are shivering. Shall we go up to the sitting- 
room? We might play a game of piquet. Unless you wish to 
go to bed at once?” 

“You love piquet?” 

“I am very fond if it.” 

So am I. We will play. First I will have another cup of 
tea. Then. ...” 

But though she sipped her tea until it was cold under 
her lip, the entrance-door did not swing again. 

“You are playing piquet to please me,” the old man 
observed as they went upstairs together. 

“Nonsense,” she replied with a smile. “It’s a game that 
depends on one’s company. It’s a perfect game for an 
elopement.” 

^ey stirred a poor fire and drew chairs close to it. He 
the cards and, with his eyes on them, said: 

“I wish you were happier at Enkendaal, Julie.” 

I ra all right. Uncle Pieter.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Cut then, child.” 


_ While they played, she tried again to remember what had 
been the words of her letter. Were they, in effect, an 
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“I love Chopin;' she said like a 
'h\h;' the German answered, tnat^ mairwea in 

greater composer than I pd unaerst-'ri. ^ 

® Her wit had deserted her; si.e s*’-*-'/“h h^ 
Nocturne he played stabbed her silence. Bu. presem,^ .^..e 
forgot the gilded chairs and the eves turned u,u.u. 
music and her love of it prevaiii^. _ 

“You were riitht, Madame; he is a ^teu.e, co.4._,..-<.e 
than I had understood,” the German said at ast, taking a 

'■‘“oTm.Wa.F If, generous of you. I hod no right .0 

interrupt. You really believe itf 
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^‘His beauty is established in its influence on your own, 
I can read it in your face,” 

He left her before she could reply and afterwards would 
play nothing but Chopin. He held her hand again in fare¬ 
well. 

*‘You are staying in the Hague, Madame?” 
return to Enkendaal to-morrow.” 

“Alas! the greatness of Chopin will shrink when you are 
gone. He will become a sentimental memory.” 

She smiled. “Which is what you consider him?” 

“In your absence.” 

“Then you have been the more generous in my presence. 
, . . But how do you play so well work that you despise?” 

“I am a diplomat, Madame.” He kissed her hand again. 
“And a desolate one. Au revoir. It is permitted to dream of 
the Nocturne, if not to play it?” 

“If I could command the dreams of diplomats,” she 
replied, “I should have Europe for my empire.” 

“Mon Dien, Madame^ le monde entier serait d peine assez 
grand pour votre empire A 

She was warmed by his flattery, not because she valued 
it or because she failed to perceive his underlying con¬ 
tempt for her race and judgement, but because to be 
flattered was to exist, to feel herself existing, to throw off, 
if for a moment only, the sensation, which chiefly tor- 
m^ented her, of being a ghost with no place in the world. 
Sitting in the hotel that evening before going out to dine, 
she tried to^ remember the sound of Lewis’s voice, but 
could not; his face also was indistinct in her imagination; 
she could recall nothing dearly except his grip on her 
shoulders, the grip of one who had become invisible, who 
was, perhaps, dead. Dead? Or ill? Or gone away from 
Groenlingen? Perhaps her letter had been thrust under his 
door and was lying unopened. She looked up at the porter’s 
desk, thinking that she would ask for a telegraph form, but 

to telegraph and receive no answer-. Her fingers 

tightened in her palm, and, having put away from her, in 
pride and fear, above all in weariness, the project of send¬ 
ing a telegram, she yet began to devise vain forms of words: 








papers 


ret nan 


lips, soon banished by a 

Love, if this were Icye, wa^ an 'o_, ^ , , . 

in the dark, and so ihr distant Vv .s We wrnan -‘.w w*n y- 
came from the girl she had knrnn hemy!t t , . rP.-t ^.a* 
seemed to have broken adrift from her ii'jntooa, Warn iwr 
tradition, from all her faiths and aspwations^ It tms w 
I am, she said, I have nothing to odor him. 

A man with astrachan haps over his ears and a m\>man 
deeply wrapped in white far tamed their eyes on^her as 
they passed through the hall—~lo:kina oat * t 
world as one loons out of a warm, Causcu carriage at a ng«-n.e 
on the pavement edge. 

“Ready?'' said Unde Pieter, standing before her with a 
pair of sealskin gloves tucked under his arm. 

They drove out to a great dinner-party, given^by^the 
banker Peiininck, whose wife, not his wealth, entiticd him 
to ask van Leydens to his table. She was a sec^ rJ^ceusin 
of the Baron's dead wife and had been well wiucryed 
in Bavaria before descending to the Penninck establish¬ 
ment, A strange mingling of briskness and languor, 
thought, looking into the hard, black eyes and hearing WiC 
miid'”voice that seemed incapabie of expressing anytnmg 
but charming indecision, “It’s hard^not to go ti;ere when 
they know one is in the Hague/’ Uncle Pieter had^said, 
“But Lien is a dangerous fool, always pecking at politics. 
Don’t believe anvthing she says.” 

After dinner, Julie was led by her hostess towards a sola 
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set back in a recess beside one of the drawing-room fire-* 
places, where no fire was burning. 

^'‘This is the Ruysdael we w^ere talking of at dinner,” she 
said, and when Julie had admired the picture and would 
have joined the ladies gathered round a fire some ten yards 
away, she found herself detained. ‘‘Let us sit here for a 
little while,” Mevrouw Penninck said, “the room is warm,” 
and she would not move until, when the men entered, an 
elderly German, with heavy veins in his cheeks and a collar 
that thrust little loops of flesh forward from his jow4, 
crossed the room, and, halting before her, said: 

“Ah! the Ruysdael. What an artist! He had ever}i:hmg 
except the vibrato,!}^ quality of light.” 

Julie could not escape whe,n Mevrouw Penninck yielded 
.her place to him. Fie began at once to speak in praise of 
NarW'itz, then in a low, intimate voice, of the blockade and 
its efiect on Holland, of Enkendaal, of the English o,fficers 
who, he had heard, were living there, of the wonderful in¬ 
fluence that the Germans and English might have had on 
the world if they had been allies, not enemies. The pity of 
it! The English and the French were not natural allies.... 
From that he passed easily to the inco,nveniences of war. 

A lady of fas,hio,n,” he said, “ivho is accustomed to have 
her dresses made in Paris and has also a tailor in London— 
now, if I m,ay ask, that dress is from Paris?” 

“From the Hague.” 

“You do not go to Paris?” 

“How can I? M,y nationality is Germa,n.” 

“Nor to London?” 

“Of cou,rse not.” 

“I should have supposed that with your .English blood 
that was a thing —not impossible 

His to.ne was not to be mistaken. He was inviting her to 
become a German agent. The elaborate ingenuousness of 
the m.anceuvre amused her and she turned h.er head aw^ay to 

conceal a smile. Might she not lead Mm on and then-. 

bpeakmg very softly, she replied: “Perhaps impossible— 
certainly costly.” 

His fin.gers closed on the sofa-edge and he propelled 
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“Dy mry irisband?” 

A ftiaker of besitat 
knev; that lie srnb 

aoptecmtiOii oi it. * fit 

' Then, from erhiynient of her 
fear, lo lead him on Hrther nil 
it was sate to kh wv. Aweacy. 5*n 
far and cannot withdratv oith. 
She iniLioined herself sayini wl 
with irnck indianat: yn: ‘kVe y 
spy in the coiintr}' birtii:' 

itself in her mind until she se^ 
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am >fW 
wo aid n 


at r- 

t be 


igain and a^air. in some rinicubus men 
Imd. Her shoulders began to shake 
stilled. 

“You laugh?” he exclaimed. “I r.ad snpp'^^i=ed tor a 
moment that you were ciy'ins. But you la igh?" 

“Oh,” she cried, “you have m.isunderst j-.-d m.b^ \\ .it-n 

I said ‘certainly costly’—I didn’t, I wasn’t thirddr.got- 

and she began to laugh, silently but immoderately, ’.vnh 
laughter that racked her body and sickened her. Lc-eking 
into his face, she was seized by a new and deeper ?arox\ sm 
of laughter. The white satin stretched across her knees 
shook and glinted; the pattern of the rug and the tee cf 
her shoe upon it became a leaping fantastication; the lace 
handkerchief screwed between her tingers assumed the 
shape of a small pig wearing a vast, frilled night-cap. To 
one fragment of clear knowledge she held fast: that none 
must obsen.’-e her; that she must be silent; that, in aii tne 
convulsions of laughter which was laughter no mo. e, her 
lips must not be opened. At last, controlled, she ioojsed up 
at the man who was standing beside her, gravely observant. 
Her eves were brimming. ... - 

“I beg your pardon,” she said. “W hat can you tiunii oi 

me?” 
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**That you are overwrought, Madame.” 

^‘Yes.” 

*‘Aiid not only by what I ventured to say to you.” 

A parting of her lips, a quick movement of her breast, 
told him that his aim had been true. He could not resist 
saying—and watching for the effect in her—”We all pray 
that Narwitz may be safelv returned to you.” 

“Thank you. 

He bowed, and left her to examine the Ruysdael. While 
she gazed at the sombre canvas, seeing nothing but its 
darkness and a cloudy image of her own face, she thought 
how loosely adrift she was, how contemptibly alone, in a 
world wdiere even a fool could so far misjudge her. She 
was without root or clan, unrecognizable, belonging no¬ 
where—without existence, she added suddenly. She was 
the wife of a man in whose reality she found it impossible, 
at that moment, to believe, and when she suddenly re¬ 
membered having felt the pressure of his hands and fore¬ 
arms on her naked back she shuddered, feeling that this 
was not a recollection of her own experience but of the 
experience of another woman who was dead. He would 
not return to her; she knew, as if the scene were reflected 
for her in the Ruysdael, that Rupert's body was lying now 
partly buried by earth; she saw the back of his head pro¬ 
truding and the heel of a riding boot. She imagined herself 
running to his side and kneeling on the loose earth; his 
head turned; his eyes stared at her. “Rupert!” she said, 
but he didn't hear her, didn't know of her existence, and, 
when he had faded from her sight, she saw, where his head 
had been, the face of the hotel-porter, who was saying: 
“Von Narwitz. . . .Von Narwitz. . . . No,there has been no 
message, Mevrouw.” 

“You will play bridge?” Mevrouw Penninck was saying. 
Long afterw’ards, lying in bed, Julie w^as awakened, 
'whenever she was about to fall asleep, by the same voice 
asking if she w^ould play bridge, and in her mind she began 
to tap the glossy cards with her fingernail. She had not 
asked for a message as she passed through the hotel on her 
way to her bedroom, and in the morning there w-ere no 
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/n h^r brc/.it^/t t^i/ 

J r vb/n si 

^ :-; tbcir //ests at >:n:b 
t Sit; si e "v* ^ / .1 i 2'’* 

He ii'jjkeU at PST s::rt M V. 
dress that lay or. her hei, 

“You are stJSiTi^ tr/*s tt'-xii} Vvsp: 

‘Y>s. Why?" ^ 

‘‘What colour is it?" 

“But—bi-je. Ur.cle Pi-aer.’’ 

‘T mean—the name of th.e c Hur, the irc-'O.. ur*s 
named' 

'YVhv, potvder blue.” 

“What shall you wear with itr What je'’’-'e:5r” 

“None, I expect. Or perhaps nay pearls." 

“If vou are nearly dresseh and could come cut with 


-we cou 


cet 


appointment is in forty minutes- . 

a piece of sapphire—if ycu cam f 'p ‘0^'" 

As a peasant buys live-st ,ck, '.viti. .nowwapt, cautwn, 
a twinkling humour, he bought sappidres. iea:hnj_c." --‘S 
elbows across the jeweller’s glass_ show-case, alLctirc t*.e 
brooch on which his choice ieil to suae ironi pa.tn to 

palm- -JUT 

“For the end of an elopement, he said, it pwases 

' “Uncle Pieter,” she said, “it’s lovely,” and kissec nun. 
“But it makes you happy?” 

“It’s lovely,” she repeated. 

“Good,” he said doubtfully, and drove away to ms 
appointment, leaving her on the jeweller’s doorstep with 
a little packet clutched in her hand. 

Dark clouds, that clung together in stubnorn wisps, 
were being dragged apart, and a pale, silvery sunshine 
touched the house-tops and floated down into the street. 
“The vibrator}^ quality of light!” Her grotesque beguiwr 
had known his Ruysda'el; Ruysdael could not have pamted 
this scene—the weak flash of enamelled motor-cars, the 
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low, silky gleam of shop windows, the fine, diamond dust 
that seemed to be rising from the snow and dancing in the 
,air. Monet might have painted it if he had been persuaded 
to forsake his open count,ry, but even Monet could not 
have communicated the glitter in^the air; he would have 
made one glitter of it, and have missed the fibrous quality 
that gave it an appearance of being composed of innumer¬ 
able sparkling filaments, swayed and shaken by the light. 
She opened the case that contained her sapphires, think¬ 
ing that they would have a rare beauty now, but they were 
embedded in satin and shaded. She took them out and 
placed them, at the base of the jeweller's window, on a 
ridge of snow accumulated on the sill. The snow tvas soft 
and loose. They sank into it, but, through the powdery 
wails of their little prison, beams of light penetrated, 
awaking, in the depths of the blue, greenish fires. With a 
gloved finger, Julie pressed the snow7 walls inward until the 
sapphires were covered. “And now," she thought, “there 

is nothing to do but dig them out again, and then- 

She took off her glove and thrust a bare, tingling finger¬ 
tip into the snow. 

Where now? The joy she had had in tasting the air was 
gone out of her; Monet and Ruysdael were dead, the 
clouds were drawing together, her finger-tip dully ached. 
At her own dressmaker's no material wmuld please her; 
she could think only that beautiful dresses, like silvery air 
and sapphires embedded in snow, were the pleasures of 
happiness. All pleasures are, I suppose, she said. There's 
no pleasure on earth that wouldn't be torment now. 
There's nothing I want. There's nothing I want ever, un¬ 
less-• And she saw herself sitting opposite Uncle Pieter 

in the 4.17, and sitting beside him in. the car that would 
take them from Rynwyk to the Castle. “Well, dear Julie," 
her mother would say, “did you enjoy yourself at the 
Hague?" To-morrow morning she would awake in the 
tower and look out over the lakes. . , Fool! Tawdry, 
empty fool! ,.. All books, all pictures, all nature, all life— 
was the heart gnawed out of them all? She would go back 
to the hotel and rea.d. First she would ask at the porter's 
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tjiic I triiirLn *tj..tf' ’r'<'r'tii’r s I cr». '*' t 

if I wur*: tj t\e u'li ' L^l 't f 

slii^’zld fnr::et td.;t tdert are cl’oc.is; l ut t";c iaia * ^ ': j 
to the gadery did not tmpt her, and .N:se v..i» jd "it t”** 
aKindon the project when*a sopcn-n’tion p v .. r 
that, if she went to the hlanritshois, Leo~:s wwld r.ni 
her there. She would laok up from a picture to find hi!:: 
at her side, and she said to the p::rtt‘r:*“If anvone nf.- :',i 
ask for me, say that I shaii be at the hlaarltsinJi iLitii 


He bow^ed and smiled, a distr-iistful, t( icrant S"' iho but 
she did not now observe it Her sup^rctijn hai heo ro. 
an assurance; she knew that Lewis weuii hnd her; whlfn 
an hour, her waiting would have ended: she was cooer to 
be gone, the desire for decisive acti"n hurg up.jn hew 
And it was in a mood of elation, which s::e would not 
permit her judgement to examine, that she entered tr.e 
gaileiyn There she hesitated. It was clear in lier mind that 
the picture she wished to see was Bellini s ''A-jr.ny in the 
Garden.” She longed to walk past the sleeping apordes 
and the figure of Jesus kneeling on its little inoiind, into 
that unearthly landscape, and lose herself in it. On her way 
to the gailervp it was this picture that had hung in l;e*r 
sight, and now she remembered that it was in London, 
not in the Hague. There’s nothing eke, she thought; her 
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hands fell to her sides; she stood, checked oo tJ, u 
door had been slammed in her face ’ a 

^ight from the golden flesh of Rubenst 
gracious, smiling countryside that Brueghel had LimS 
wherein a hon, with grave scepticism, watched the kmipn^t’ 
gambols of leopard and tiger, and all the bri<^ht birds 
macaw the peacock, were showing off their plu^e’' d 
the fish, perhaps startled bv thp ^ ‘^™age, and 

brink of tiir stream ani piaiSj llfSJSTtl t S 
picture, were conveniently displayinv themsplve, ■ 
so shallow that it concealed noT/Si? ™, tt e?^*?' 
«n Even the owls had kept awake and the tortoise ca^eksl 

whose natures Brueghel must havp ^,^0^ v- 
anSA-Mfste gi™ tSam°tL‘’?pple‘* 

beefsS'flSl^whlL^ll^ “‘'i "■>' '»<< 

remembered delight that h.jid nature of the 

ture without hprf^o * i ^ her to this pic- 

she was tirb^ in^Jpirif chosen her way. But 

her pleasure withom m’l g accept 

W’as refreshed. It was Fon^nn^ reason of it, and so 

to her mind’s arguments^ Dav given rest 

troubled bv her Sn, hi "'g^t she had been 

seemed to'be working a ^ran«f which 

■ ■ g a ^tansformation in herself; foi 







vor.is c: art rnt. 
nrav have av>rivate rctir^r 
in ti’:> vv^rli. 
fivtrv r'—.n, Tv.r is r"! 




,in^ 


v/a 1. t* 


fxTt lie mav 


frm 

1 

vdiich h 

e may 

set 

it ' n n:s nn ’■* . .jvn he 

van 

si 

ICS thitr 

.er ccm. 

12 n u 

an-- . .. v . .. c , 

tl:e 

h 

ounds c 

r.eck, and 

Ii“^c rarra vh-iw* t.^.v arc* 

tl;e 

C\ 

irth, be 

:s gone 

. Ih 

VC simpcv. ' an ; 

s:m: 

ni 

I city; ch 

ildren, 

vb. 

Z'lii our I .ir’.ii in v.;. c "c ** 

enC' 

inraiss, in 

the St 

a rrv 

juncle cC :“;c:r m . : n V m 

s 'n: 


tied ret 

u'”''C in 

tri 

rariral nur^ichs. n .u ; 


wcxds and muunt*.:r;s, to which li rv - : t ^ - 

beauty that is of the eye, b^t t rc^hr^'t a rc./v, : 
scul, obeying joyfully in the rviist of hfe that '..itinwh 
summons of dust to dust which, hue deatihs c miy.wr: cuite 
trumpet, is a supreme release from ah :.a h 
sanctuaries of art and oatiire, these poh/uni ar. 1 v:t.*. 
iiliisions which, like the ihusion > f de:ua itstlf, are tr^- 
ludes to rebirth, are necessary to them timt riave not ti e 
gift of holiness, for in these ^.so there is c.^aufe>s:<-■:! ''\itu- 
out confessor and an engagement of the spirit witii iii 
arrogance in victory. 

In every great work of art, Jiilie thought, an urtmt dies 
and rises again, and we, who enter into its iliusian, die 
to tliis world and are reborn. Cons:de’"irc tiie ni?rk 
before her, she was aware of being received into it, as 
if, walking beyond the apple-tree and tiie coiled serpen! 
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enchanted glade where since her childhood a 
white horse had been waiting for her to ride awa^ she 

G?rdS ^ the outskirts of the 

And even when she remembered in how deep a per¬ 
suasion of Lewis s approach she had entered the ealieri' 
and understood that he would not come; even whenl^ 
became clear that her assurance was delusion, a hapov 
delusion as her imagining of Rupert’s death had bSn 
unhapy, she was at peace, thinking: Perhaps this stillnei 
which comes to me in the companionship of Bnieohel h 
of tne same nature with the stillness within the world thai 
Lewis is seeking and I am nearer to him now than I have 

T' -J ■ "fter ail, a littk 

of what he dreams of and imagines in me. When I read 

ashameT ^ ^ stranger to them or be 

f ^u™ed to her hotel, put on the blue dress and the 
piece o. sapphire Uncle Pieter had given her, and sat on 
a low stool oeside her bedroom fire. Across her bed was 
lying the dress she had bought earlier in the mornin<j On 
entering the room, she had taken it out of the cardb^rd 
r m had been delivered, and, shaking out its 

folds, had let it fall and forgotten it. Noiv, seeincr'it a-^ain- 

llAme ‘’''® •° »0<l5ng t°o do 

. tSln'r-”® ’’•*! “1 *'!' '•■““’•lormaid answered it— 

rtiiriicl German girl with c!uiri,sv feet and hands but with 

JartfeTiS/""^ ^ countr3nvoman, andj 

startled innocence of expression. Julie asked her now in 

'P she were German. 

‘Ja, Frau Grafin." 

“From Prussia?” 

“Ja, Frau Grafin." 

‘'*1 also/^ 

The girl’s eyes brightened; then grew dull. “But vour 
ladyship IS Dutch, not German,” shl said. ^ 

“Prirk a 1 Prussian.” 

Irussia IS a long way off,” the girl said slowly; and 
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fulie, who had been about to cucotron her 
checked by her sadness and the privaco ef h, 
‘T rang hot yen to take a^'/ay that drei?/’ 
“To take it away, my lady:’' 

“You may have it, if it is of are, eve to- v 
“But it i$ new, it :s quite new, nqe hti"h' 
“But you may have ith’ 

Tne qirl touched the satin with the dnccr? 
then thrust an arm under the fcliu She t 
dress with the dehqht of a chiid in s.me run 
kss, inexplicable bright dft on a Chhstrou.? : 
“For me, irw lady? For me? Eut I cculd n. 
“Xor IE' Julie said. 

The girl spohe no more. She forest ew-n 
thanks. When she had lifted the driis and ' 
lifted it again and turned it and strchcd an I 
discovered with a wild Tance that she was :n 



. 


She began to apologize in breathless c nfusi.n, ::;eru 
unable to continue, looked tower is the u r, tl mu 
measuring her distance from it, and, her chmlo wumteu 
eyes burning, threw the dress over her arm arm went 
out, 

I suppose she will keep it in a trunu, Jrdie the*i:out, and 
sometimes take it out and stare at it Slie vih net su'd 
that was not in her mind. 

Lewis’s letters were in a dispatch case at the bcd^mc. 
Julie took them out and seated herself by the tire aj:dn* 
holding them in her hand. Presently she would read tmim 
but for a little while was content to enjoy her quieted 
mind, a fever seeming to have gone out of her; and when 
she began to read one of the letters, the niiiiSed chime cf a 
clock on the mantelpiece told her that the time had come 
for her to go downstairs to receive Unde Pieter's guests. 
In her handbag w^as a list, in his handwriting, ot tiieir 
names, known or unknown to her, with brief notes of 
their relationships, their callings, even of their marked 
prejudices. *^You must remember that he was very iil in 
the summer,” Uncle Pieter had said. “His health is his 
only importance. . . . And she has a nephew fighting with 
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the French. She is proud of that — but shp iq i 

neutral. . , . And this one has been twice married"^ 

IS still a bride; she will always be a bride until 
widow and then soon she will be a bride a^airiifl ! 
decently speak of her children; onrof them has a Kr°J 
and has made her a grandmother.” ^ 

Julie impressed the list on her memory and wall-^H 
across her room towards the door. A bare room she ne ^ 
ceived suddenly, and stopped The T 

was almost completed, and, seeinc^^the^stmps and 
the froth of tissue paper, th; emptinS o hTr ope, ta3’ 

sai?iabds'^X°^^°^‘'‘^^’ childhood. Now the 

Ke her t 1 t T i ''-"P"’ P^Per were 

mv Se fs ofer Tr’ Ph^^e of 

have erown 'ld in tv ^ ^ hotels. I 

nave grown old m this room: and she allowed her eves m 

cholySfSneXo^ curious, baffled, half-ironic meian- 

6ii|SSSS2=; 

summS” ^ ^ illness last 

betto-mrrdfiilN is too much to ask. But 

when the doctoreUl”®^’ ^'^s a time 

fatheImiH\^r-*^ -^PP^"^-' Incky in your step¬ 

father! Did he give It to you only this morning? yX^^biS- 
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t’ V, perhaps. . .»IVIay n at it? \h, n, —F r t tr *1 '* 
to ta?;e it ott. ^ 

li C'hserving the pride in Un:T ihhterh e*. e. " /' * - 

r^nreJ the I reach and Lcii it cnt. i’ .! : 

' - ,ked in its bed of sr.jv,. Lh 7. r.*G ^ r , I 

t"' cot it therel Xoev it was heirc heid 00 :h: air- rWo ' , 
tiie centre of a cluster of p"i:,-*'td fr w ' . L' 

Jidie raised her eyes to see :;er sterGtiier. ’wto 7' 
edciog the sleeve of his out^Oetchid arow n. vc f rv ,.rd 
to take Lewis's hand. 

‘"But Alison, what a chance! You in the H*:jur! Urf r- 
runately weVe just leaving. But ycu nvust iunciu vith ujd" 

*'Lea\ing?'' Lewis said. 

‘‘And here's Julie. You haven’t forcetten loer:*' 

Her hand was in liis. 

‘‘Are yon leaving?” he said. “Xot to-dav: Xot now?” 

She moved her lips, touched them wirLher ton^ce. 

“Thank you,” said the woman with the sapphiresI'^Shad 
I pin it on for you—there!” 

“Shall we go in to lunch?” Unde Pieter had taken 
Lewis’s arm and was leading Mm away. “Come, Alw *1, 
we must find a place for you,” and, as they were m-’wr.c 
towards the dining-room, he added: “W'hy not conce ur td 
Enkendaal with us? The cottage is full, I kr.ow. Stm :n ti'c 
Castle, then. Is that possible? Stay until DirkL papers are 
finished.” 

“You may be inviting me for years,” Lewis answered, 

“Wei!, ... so much the better. Youll earn your keep. 
, * . Isn't that a good idea, Julie?” 

She saw Lewis’s eyes on hers, and answered: “Yes . . . 
yes”—the repetition being a scarcely spoken secret of :ier 
breath, for she seemed to be consenting to a miracle; the 
word raised her from the dead. She was giddy under the 
impact of life and she thought: How shall this body die 
and these limbs be cold beyond the sun? And because the 
idea of death was to her then but a sheet of transparent 
glass, holding no image of herself, she saw her body in her 
grave as a child sees, through the window of a duIFs house, 
1 doll lying in its bed. She saw herself lying with open 
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eyes, gazing upward through the turf, and smiled as though 
she were playing a game, so enchanting to her senses 
It to imagine herself dead and to feel the currents of desir! 

Witiim her, ® 

The group in which she moved had drifted on towards 
the dining-room. When Uncle Pieter asked her what was 
the number of her room, that he might order their Iu<^eaae 
to be brought aown, she answered; “Si.xty, I think Or 
sixty-two,” arid it was the page-boy who corrected her 
^ne was wondering what she might say to Lewis in the 
nearing of others, and while the party was gathering at the 

table she did not look at him. garnering at the 

Two guests separated her place from his; at last she 

Spoke across tnem: 

What made vou come to the Hague to-dav, Lewis.?” 

^ but what makes you leave to-day?” he replied. 

Lncle Pieter’s appointment was for this morning 
1 here s nothing else to stay for.” 

stay a few days if you come 

to tfie Hague at allf 

L'iV® have been here since W’ednesday.” 

“Since W’ednesday!” he exclaimed. “Then_” 

The woman on his farther side interrupted him. Some- 
times, out of the babble of conversation, his voice came 
Julie. He was talking of the severity of the winter, of 
Groenlmgen of reading at Leiden; and she herself was 
iistenmg to the old gentleman on her right who warned her 
that m modem conditions of warfare, Holland’s power to 
Hood her country^side might not prove to be as effective a 
invasion as it had been in the past. 

_ No, she said, “I suppose there are all sorts of con- 
tnv^cesnow for overcoming the difBcuItv of-” 

placid’’ gentleman answered." “In the first 

chfrSfthinking, shall we have a 
chance to talk together? He must have supposed that 

Hague, not of our 

It. Did I in my letter- 

‘The Castle at Enkendaal must be very beautiful under 





said the you 
dark eyes set siirrr 
to c:s:li55 with h::r. 
in Switzeriand. 
‘'After the ward’ 



It would please you, I aui sure. There :s s 
would dchaht you at every se^s en tf th t; .. w. 
for exaru p 1 e- 

“i should like to rr/uke cry nrs: visit in t'u 
ansrvered, thirikiua that, wuen they rese :: 
Lewis would be detained aruonu the men ■: 
he canae into the hali she would he alread_ 


But she was untroubled by the thouuht, untr. ui 
crowd, the chatter, the necessity to divide l.cr 
between the military defence of Holland and tr 
spring. Her companionship with Lewis was n 
bv interruption. Seeing his hand bid on the tab 
that her own was beneath his fingers' touch. To 
she was sleeping, withdrawn into imperturh 
posure, speaking and laughing and iisterdng in 
in herself and in him, she was awake. 
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A place to stand and love in for a da\% 

With darkness and the death-hour roundin? it. 

O' 

E. B. Browning: Sonnets from the Portuguese 
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CHAPTER ONE 


To-xight he viill come to me* 1^;'.:: seA. "*0 *x : r. 
her mirror vhth orms rmsed, !'X -en:r. r' ..x "xor, ^hr ' j: .m: 
sthi, gozirg- 5rst ct the rccedm.o of the r m .h oi 

the girl v/i;osc Ace she samfOeri *t ^ •^h j :: * :*. 

:.:r;familiar flush and whitsit^ srorhh.rc. 
terron She did not hno^'’ htr-th* ti i- ^ . h': 

mode her think of lilies and diamonds, iv.n sioi _-r;*o hoe 
reccgrized the eyes; fney were farrhhhr; tinr. i. u- a huuh 
cf her cliiidhoo'd ir then: ard sr.e thoooi,:: It is L nir: 
wondered so often what Yo;m.id become r: *”oe. It is h :* "u 
when I was loneiy here, Iiugced mv sides v.-tl] mv 'fh ‘is 
to give me courage, and Aet vo m nth .mm hr^imei 
creams. She set her rnoudn ccainl s.,„hh*g t" r... the 
virginal determination of thaTremcmmrA chi.vl, I at her 
lips would not assume the old shape. She cooli but smile 
at her failure^ a smile, she thought of fare'vell. 

The instant was gone and the face that ;iad truAiec it 
with magic; though she looked for ever into i:er mirror, 
she would never see that face again. Hair ftdl over lier 
shoulders, and what she saw ncAv was the inchnation of 
her body, the rise and fail of her arm, white acuinst the 
tapestry of the bed, and a gleam from her moving brush. 
How deep, how silent the room was! She turned abruptly 
from her dressing-table to face the shadows that had been 
stooping over her. How silent! And soon his voice wcuM 
be in it and hers answering Mm. She spoke his name aloud, 
but softly: “Lewis!'' and spoke it again. Thus she had 
spoken it when he was gone aivay ancTshe seemed to have 
lost Mm. Often, then, she had fallen asleep with the 
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whisper of his name on her lips and his absence achins 
in her body. And_ to-mght, she thought, before I fall 
^leep at last, I will speak his name, saying to myself 
He IS not here, and shall stretch out my hand and" find 

And pme night, after a few months, a few weeks—who 
knows how soon?—I shall stretch out my hand in ^he 
darkness and not find him. It will be ended; he will go his 
way and I shall go mine; in all our lives we shall not as 
lovers, fand each other again, but all our lives we shall feed 
on the hours and days that will begin—she looked towards 
the door by which he would enter, thinking she heard his 
step, but she had heard nothing, and while she completed 
her_ undressing her fingers were by turns hot and cold 
she would stand long motionless, now 
sad that her love held not even that delusion of the ever- 
astmg which is our little weapon against death, now in 
delight of that very impermanence which made of it not 
an impossible loplty to be fought for, not a youth’that 
must grow old, but an immortal thing, as thev that die 
young are immortal. She was filled with lightness and 
exaltation, as though by some miracle she had been made 
exempt from the rale of life, from time, consequence 
and price, and the joy now approaching her were indeed 

wfrf interwoven 

w ith the stuff of her existence, but the joy of a song or a 

play to which she was audience; and she began to think 
not of the actual winter but of the scented darkness of a 
summer s night, not of the physical man that was to take 
her but of a being that was part of the fire in her own limbs, 
hTthJfJ J as she was-a half-naked girl crouched 
bte—but of an illusion proceeding from within her as 
music proceeds from an instrument. But no sooner did 
, ^ recognize this aerial independence of circum- 

illusion of love itself and to whisper in her 
S FrnJfl illusion was dissipated, fleeing 

waf Psyche’s lamp, and she saw that shf 

LTself ashamed, and made haste to cover 
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To-night he would come, but not vet, not unt:! the 
hoiisehoid had long been asleep. 

The world and its fear and the stimul js of fts 
now upon her, she trembled. Come scon, cmie "* "T, - 
said, and because to wait had become in: .hrod 
imagined that she might kill expectation :,n sic:?* Ilo 
touch would but half-awaken her; the red::? ho c mu'r"’ 
would be cloaked in a dream. But it wcoii be imm 
to steep, she knew. In the dark, as now in the can.oicio? 
she would remember how this everdnm when 
seemed before others to be saving good rdcht Ins tv"- 
had asked, and hers had answered, the cuestion T'w 
three days had hung between them; and the 
of this unspoken betrothal would pierce her and vdh.vr; 
her breath so that she could not sleep. 

Now he w^as in the Hbrar}” below her room, wa:tinc 
iintii it was certain that none would visit him there, l’'hen 
he would open the door at the foot of the interior iwair- 
case, and climb the narrow, broken steps, his shf^uld^r 
guided by the^cundng wall He would knock on her door 
and she open it. 

^ She lifted away the leather screen that stood across the 
door and slid back the bolt. Should she go down to him? But 
she turned away, drew a fur gown closely about her, 
renewed the fire with peat and fragrant "wood: theni 
mounting the low dais set in an embrasure, drew her feet 
under her on to the window-seat. When he knocked, she 
would not move. When he entered and spoke, perhaps 
she would not answer. He would suppose the room to be 
empty; his eyes would search it with surprise and aLirm; 
then he would see her, and his exclamation ease their 
encounter, breaking the silence between them. 

She drew the curtains apart, but there w^as no moon, 
no glint on the waters nor rift on the heavy sky. Wrien she 
opened a pane and would have leaned out, January drove 
her back, but after the window was dosed again, the curl 
and hiss of the waterfall persisted in her hearing, or in 
her imagination, and a thin, lisping breeze flicked at die 
outer stones like the run of a lizard. Come soon, she said, 
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pressing her clasped hands upon her knees. Let him, co.me 
soon^ she repeated, ,layi,ng her fingers on her hot cheeks 
and ris,mg from her place as though to welcome him. The 
.future may take care of itself—and with a gesture of her 
hand she thought that she put it from herd Grant that I 
may not be mean and fearful; give me a si,iigle mind for 
this love that will not come again. Encircle it. Guard it. 
.Enclose me in it. And covering her face, she supposed 
that she was enclosed from the world. But I am praying, 
she thought, and, surprised that she had been prayi.ng 
sank down on her knees, there being for her an ancient 
comfort of fami.!iarity in the attitude of prayer. But 
criticism of herself had driven prayer from her mind, and 
she could say only, without thought of their releva.!ice, 
words tpg,}it to her long ago, which by their rhythm and 
association, not by their meaning, so commanded .her 
that, when they had been silently spoken and .repeated, 
she remained upon her knees, hearing the waterfall and 
the low wind as though they were of a world that she 
would never revisit. 

When Lewis knocked on the door at the head of the 
wall staircase and received no answer, he thoug,ht that 
she was perhaps afraid to answer, and entered. She was 
in the window-seat, her face turned towards the blank 
night beyond the panes, and seemed not to have heard 
him. Even when he had taken her hand in his and she had 
spoken his name, there was for a moment a wandering 
look in her^ eyes, as though she doubted what they saw. 
Her breathing was long and deep; when she was in his 
arms, her body was tremulous, like a tree that is not visibly 
moved but responds to the wind with gentle, continuous 
vibrations. 

'Inlmr he said. 

Her head, which she had turned away, was lifted to Mm 
again and, though her lips did .not move, he received an 
impression of her smiling, of giad..ness, finality, rest. 

It isii*t true—” she began, trying to smile. ‘Tt was all 
to have been for an instant of our lives only.. That*s what 
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we said. But it isnR tn:e.'’ rier t Ru fr i i . W 

pressed her face into hidinc:. 

“Julied" he repeated, ‘‘fulie——‘ ar i ee ! ''‘■nrer 
silent, possessed bje 2 happiness si crc,:\ and* s- . n --r t 
from any happiness that I.e had betr^e t\"r.riw jc :'’.r 
inianined, even in his thouchts of in:, diu t 'r;: 
to be a spirit crying withirdhim: I am bmni I an: idv;: I 
have come out of the darkness. lie sat d: van in t ::a v :r d v,v- 
seat and she beside him, frOing that ah a:nn‘r p.-d^t-r ass 
had been kid to rest^ that thev onlv were vndnno: td. 0; td; 7 
were by some miracuioiis infiaence set a little Inert 
the natural world, and \*urc watchinr it ns t“;eT rn: dtt 
watch a child that, having been in nain^ was L'e.r O'.wo. 

Her fingers tightened on hrs. She raised her >. rw. " . :e 
and shining with tears. They were fined with suf oheat: la 
and surrender, not to him perscriallv, but to tiieVoetv kfe 
in her that lie represented, and, as^she saw him, n .t as 
man only, but as a frail symbol, which is ail man can he, 
of powers on whose surface his life is tossed, cmrmjn-i n 
flowed into her love. She seemed at once to re pitviV.g and 
beseeching pity. She was his refuge and the being Hh-.’^5e 
only refuge was in him. A flame passed through him; his 
body became a single pulse, leaping from strercth to 
strength; and suddenly, lifting her hand, he pressed his 
lips to it Over him^she sighed'^ as though ail life had been 
given into her^keeping, and he felt her fingers move upjn 
his hair. He lifted his head and gazed long into her face, 
silently and with growing comprehension”of the change 
in her, in himself, in the destiny and significance of their 
love for each other. How radiant her face was! Hc;v lighted 
ivith tenderness and acceptance and awe I The fear and 
hunger, ^the wild, troubled fierceness that he had once 
seen in it, were vanished. Desire remained without the 
terror and anger of desire. Delight shone there, but with 
a dear, tranquil brilliance. He sprang to Ms feet, drawing 
her towards Mm by both her hands, and so easily did she 
follow that her hair vras lifted from her shoulders by the 
swiftness of her movement. 



W^HAT have you been doing all day?” van Levden asked 
each evening as he sat down to dinner, a question seidon 
answered. It was no more than a formal indication 
was done with the work of his estate and had becf- -"i 
social being; he did not expect a reply. If Sophie said^re 

she had been pav- 
^ eyebrows to suggest that he wds 

uttrtbted, and continued to drink his soup m peas.-j. 
lasnion hi_s fingers wrapped round his little bowl If s'-v 
spoke of his tenants, or of the war in its relation to thim 
ne became animated at once and allowed his soup to be- 
come cold while he talked; but nothing else rou.fed ram 

Inf Y Then he could he 

hkl his eyes, emerging from his wrinkles 

WI T delight as he twitted Soplie cr 

led Juhe on to talk of vanities. ^ 

It ivas his habit to pretend that young and prettv women 
couldbe interested in nothmgbutadornmentsandpieasure- 
fn *11 money, considered as a means 

fe ends. When they were married and old. 

m-jkfno- ol solider things—of rank, of marriace- 

k 5’ ! often of the past when they also 

r’nnvj'-f or single, they were women. 

be deeply serious. 

Bus ness was barred; politics, e.xcept its polite super- 
f flf ‘ all gambling, all aspects of love e.xcept 

a flirtation or a matrimonial alliance, all profound cmicf 
or hope, all genuine insight into their miris-these were 
to be avciued or cloaked in raillery. You did not give your- 
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seif away to a woman-—not more than once in a lifetime. 
If her eyes shone and you guessed the rea- n., . m.m. 

no use of your knowledge; there was pleasure enmmh in 
silent possession of it. If there were tears in her eres, you 
rustled a newspaper or looked out of the u'in ' uu and 2 
few days afterwards gave her sapphires—son:e trinket, . . , 
Nice tilings, women; too nice—or devihui.. but nert’e or 
cruel, if you gave them a chance they twined trum-ikTes. 
Like ivy on a tree trunk; like serpents, he u jiui tiiink 
sometimes; like children at play, irresistible, gripping yo'.w 
knees. 

Julie understood now, as she had never uniers"-''^ii 
before, that her stepfather^s elaborate rr.anr.tus—h:s 
geniality and his sudden, forbidding coldness, iuis little 
jokes, unexpected gifts, and shaped courtesies— vere 
self-protective. Why, she had often wondered, had he 
withdrawn into impenetrable silences wlien she, a chili, 
aching to spend her affection on someone who 
respond to it, had gone into his room and curled herself 
up expectantly in his arm-chair? Ali her life she had been 
puzzled by this question, for she had known intuitively 
that he had not been wanting in tenderness towards her. 
Now, in the first days of her love's fulfilment, she per¬ 
ceived the reason. Uncle Pieter's life was laid open before 
her, and she said to him one evening after dinner: 

“If Fd been a boy when I came here, should you have 
taught me how to run the estate?” 

“I suppose so, my dear.” 

“Though I didn't belong?” 

“Why not?” 

“And you’d have taken me about with you and talked 
to me—seriously, as an equal?” 

He shifted in his chair, tried to ride away on a little 
joke. 

“Ladies, you see, have to be treated with respect.” 

“No,” she said. “Tel! me, Uncle Pieter. If I’d not been 
a girl, when we were in the Hague to|ether——” 

“I shouldn’t have given you sapphires!” He chuckled. 
‘Tt cuts both ways.” 
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she answered quickly^ “that’s what I wanted to 
know,” and he looked up, puzzled, uneasy, feeling that he 
must have said more to this girl than he had intended to 
say. “Bless you,” she added, touching his hand with hers, 
“You’re a dear, Unde Pieter.” 

He gripped her fingers. “What is it you want now- 
more sapphires?” 

“No.”; 

“Fd give them to you.” 

“\¥hy?” 

“Don’t you want them?” 

“What then?” 

“Just to understand.” 

“Bah! You women are always making mysteries. I czn\ 
make head or tail of you,” 

“Yes, you can,” she answered. “That’s why you’re a 
dear.” 

“Then do something to please me.” 

“Anything.” 

“Play on the piano . . . Chopin.” 

But though he might escape into Chopin, she knew that 
she had discovered in him what had long been hidden from 
her; she saw him as an inhabitant of the world of new per¬ 
ceptions into which she had but lately entered. Her mother, 
too, wp changed, had ceased to be formidable; the biting 
affability peculiar to her, w 4 ich had once had the effect on 
Julie of chafing harness on a horse of mettle, had no more 
influence now than the repetitive patter of a comedian. Her 
hatred of her mother was a surprising memory of another 
existence, so indifferent to her had she become. And Sophie 
—Sophie was a suspicious ghost, embittered, pitiable, 
powerless. It’s odd, Julie thought, if Sophie could prove 
what she suspects, or is beginning to suspect, she could 
ruin me, and would. Yet I am no more afraid of her than 
I should be if she were blind and deaf and dumb. 

Having come from the piano, she listened idly to Sophie’s 
observations on the winter—that it was good because it 
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En^lisii January.. Soon Lewis would rise and say jr, : 

'^\ShaII you be working iater” her nw.t>.er w / dJ :y 

Meanwhile he sat ann. n^ them his hands, whist, in the 
nast had been restless, lying still on i::e arms of his chair,: ds 
dark eyes lively but at peace. She rcntomherci h^vinc reau 
the complaint of some !over~a poet? a ph:l s spher" she 
could not recall the form of the saying—that the agw.y ot 
lovers was their powerlessness to surniount the barrier of 
individuality. Even in love, the writer lead saw, there is O' 
escape from the eternal solitude of oneself. We Ids? h:n 
cannot mingle. We clasp each other hut ceme nc nwww'*. 
We would be one but remain two alwavs. When rrwn and 
woman lie together in the last ecstasy cc pasu n, rn^l r j 
the utmost endeavour of the fwsh to pass beycni t e 
division of their souls, they mock themselves; thouch n.ey 
endow the act of love with every power of imacinat: ;n, 
with romance, poetry and religion, though they identifv it, 
in the begetting and the love of children, with th.eir amira- 
tion towards immortality itself, it remains the physicjl act 
of two divided and solitary beings, and they are mc-ckei in 
it as two birds are mocked that seek each other throuch a 
pane of g.Iass. 

So she had read and until now had believed. Often, 
during that long winter, walking alone through ilie fro/tn 
countryside or sitting in the hbrar*}' with Lewis or htminc 
his breathing when he had fallen asleep in her arms, she 
asked herself in vain how it was that t!ie consequencys 
th,is belief, which reason still supported, were hftei fnni 
}igi-—its consequences of fear and doubt and jealousy, toe 
torments of love. There was no answer but the plain one— 
that nothing was as it had been, that ail earth was rnaue 
anew. 

The evidences of change were in her own pride. Once 
she would have been jealous oi Lewis’s solitude. He vein a 
shut himself up in the iibrar}’ and come trom pt at last 
wrapt in thought that could not at once^be shaiien from 
Mm. A haze of meditation was still upon his eyes, anu from 
it Ms seeing emerged slowly when he encoiinte,red ner. 
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“You had forgotten my existence!” she said, and, when 
he turned to walk beside her, she added: “Dearest I’m 
glad it is possible,” and said it from her heart, for it ap¬ 
peared to her as an endorsement of their love that his work 
had a new peace and continuity and that she could be alone 
for many hours without feeling shut out. But of ail her 
joys the greatest at this time was the discovery of tran¬ 
quillity within passion itself. The shadeless burning that 
had tormented her w'as transformed into the ardour of a 
benign summer, an ardour of which each quenching and 
renew'al was as natural a miracle as nightfall and daybreak. 
Ail the barbs had gone from desire, yet was desire itself 
continually deepened and enriched. The impulse to resist, 
the humiliation of being compelled by her own hungers to 
surrender, the core of resentment in this delight, were gone; 
to hear Lewis’s approach by the tower-stair, to feel her 
pulses quicken and a current of expectancy leap from brain 
to limbs, to lose her breath when he uncovered her body, 
to be caught into a tumult of consciousness without thougbt 
when his silence w'as upon her, was now to her as un¬ 
stained with misgiving as the stretching out of a hand into 
the sun. 

Because the earth and all men in it W'ere revealing them¬ 
selves anew to her, and nothing seemed stale or used or 
finally accepted, but everything, however familiar, ramf 
to her with the offer of fresh secrets, Julie was visited by 
a sense of being at once very old and very' young—very 
young in her eagerness to seize every instant of each new 
day, to lose none of the sparkle of e.xistence beneath the 
grey mists of half-thought, very old in her having passed 
beyond a former life upon which she now looked back with 
smding curiosity, wondering how to identify herself with it. 

All men are children,” she had heard women say and 
had dismissed the phrase as a formula of sentimentality, 
but she understood now' that there was a fascination, and 
a cause of love, in watching a man grow, in remarking the 
changes in him and his slow aw'akening to truths that she 
had already perceived. It seemed strange to her, whose 
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to have forj^otten, or Lave 1 a ' / 

truths that he had ion^ rur^rfdujnT-h u^rk 'T. 
D^rk - mapiiscrpts as <.:dy i ^ — uu U t' ^ ^ r “ 

irvestioatirn of them satisdjii 1 nrti r k:rn <.r k !/ .„k 
vras baF*ed now and then by s::ra ;ak -s' n r 
roused to sudden exchernent ry f ”n^. ■‘•on -.n 

krooour or wisdonn h'> stroane u’b- to - :rf‘ ^ J ‘arn r:: 
was an equable one. B at s" nwtirn.^- ho vs *! f t . :n:r on y 
own w’Arx on the seventeenth ctnturv v :tn a 1 no.xln j - B 
of despair: 

“juo.e, I wonder if all this is nw-tca ' .0 't^'" re wH, 
Do you rerneniber the man :n Ibmnh d:::d ;'y : ^w:. 

wTitine a fat vBume on Human B.'7Twf; h:v. id: t. h? 
sacrificed evewone, his wife, his chni, cTerr : Uw 
composition of ris masterpiece; them, nyirn rv d at .^B 
discovered that tne task vms too o:r t r rnrn, ..c :n,ae 
excuses for abandoning it, and plcr'fiec hi$ w\: wt'? and 
sacrificed ever}mne to them. These treat tab:? tnat own 
set themselves are always perilous. To go on nth tnem 
may be hypocrisy and to abandcn them auw^her f.mrn of 
hypocrisy! That is trae in a wav of snt; exceptionii task, 
great or small, that we choose for ourselves B 

“But, Lewis, dear,” she answered, ‘‘are you wanting tt 
justify your choice to yourself or—to the world' Yo:i srtih 
wonder whether anyone will read your bcrd; when ;t's 
done, whether it will be famous or not. *lnd yet, deep 
inside you, you care for applause less than any man Bve 
ever known. But part of you is a pnan^ of business and 
belongs to the world. He’s still alive, isnh ner... Isn't her 
Lewis acknowiedged it. “He writes to yds mother urjris 
sisters and to his partner every^ week.” he smi ywitu a 
smile. “Do you know, Julie, sometimes when Fve put 
those letters aside for an hour or two and have re-read 
them before closing them down, they seem to have been 
written by someone who died long ago.^ ^ 

He was standing at his table in the library, mnniBg his 
hand over the books lying open there. Julie put her arm in 
.Ms and they began to walk up and down together m the 
shadows of the great room.. 
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“O Lewis/’ she exclaimed. Ghosts! Ghosts! How ?oii 
live with them! It’s that business man, the dead man, you 
want to please by producing a famous book. So that you 
can say to him: T told you it wasn’t just arrogance and a 
waste of time. You see there was something in it after ail’ 
And if you did, what do you think he’d answer? He’d 
sneer and say: 'O yes, the book is famous; but it’s miles 
away from the solid bread and butter of life.’ And he’d 
add: 'How much good do you think it did to people? Are 
they going to be less hungry or warmer or have more 
leisure or more of any of the good things of life because 
you’ve written it?’ That’s all he’d say. He wouldn’t be 
grateful or satisfied. It’s no good tr}dng to satisfy the 
ghosts of oneself; they’re insatiable. ... And the odd tliincr 
IS,” she added, ‘'that you know it far better than I dot 
Didn’t you tell me, long ago, that this book wasn’t an end 
in itself but a—a kind of-” 

“A discipline,” he said. “I know.” 

She glanced into his face. “But you forget—as a child 
forgets its lesson.” 

“No, I don’t forget,” he answered. “But some lesson 
farther on in the book suddenly attracts me, and I turn 
on, and then I lose my place. You have helped me to find 
it again.” He laughed and drummed a knuckle on the 
snowy window. “There’s no index. That’s the devil of it.” 

“To what?” 

“To the inner life—the life of the spirit.” 

“Isn’t every religion an index?” 

“Is it? Jesus and Plato may write the book, but they 
leave you to find your own way in it. Their followers try 
to write the index. Isn’t that why men accept the discipline 
of churches? . . . You see, Julie,” he added, “Fm miles 
away from being a philosopher. I talk and try to learn, 
but still in effect Fm a pupil who’s scarcely begun to find 
his way. I thought I wa.s so damned secure, and that little 
else mattered but the development of my own ideas. And 
now—there’s you—^iike sunshine and wind after a stuff? 
room. You teach me more than I should ever have leaineS 
from books.” 
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TVhat can I teach you?'' 

•Not to mistake day-dreams for med:ta!Rr—crc 
:;c. And to lauoh at ray sAeran self—riraf s 
'That's why I love youT she said. 

“Because you can teach me?" 

“Because vou think I can. 



r' l iiK THREE 

Week after week, the frost held. The angles of the Castle 
were blunted and every undulation of the moor was 
flattened by snow; over the little village a thick coverin® 
was spread from which proceeded wreaths of smoke that 
seemed to be the issue of subterranean fires. Vertical walls 
had the appearance of rents in the general whiteness and 
wmdow^anes gleamed like ebony within their encrusted 
trames. The eye, entranced by the mysterious deadness of 
the count^side, which seemed to lie under a spell, and bv 
a reflected pallor within doors that gave to high noon the 
ghostly semblmce of early morning, began to accept at 
last as though it were everlasting, the bleak, neutral 
glitter of a shrouded sun.^ At dusk, when the skaters were 
gone, birds swept down in hungry clusters to the edcres 
ot the lake, hoping that the villagers might have left 
rood there; and soon, if there were to be stars, the first 
constellations appeared, not as serene jewels hung on the 
domed surface of the_ sky, but as fierce origins of light 
profoundly embedded in it, their rays piercing its blackness 
like needles of crystal. 

_ So few wp the changes in weather during those days 
that each change was memorable, and Lewis long ri 
membered ^ evening on which, while he was walking 
home i\ith Juke, the wind moved southward and clouds 
thickened m the sky—promising a thaw, she said. 

Perhaps the last of the snow.” he answered. “There 
be a sudden spring,/’' 

a Sn ^'^"set drive down the sky like 

i ship m flames. The frozen floods in the distant valley, 
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which ah the hah reea any aa i dnai, " ere a 

ii riTS.iivz E'e blacia ’aavH'ca riaL.- in ih : r* w " : 
Ernei and stirE a^ar, drddai *y; tw w *' i 

'^hahev: of sapphire; the s-^e-v r,f th- r r, O. i 

arneared to be '"f nnvantd hw ‘ i t c 

fhtterin" rays ec''”: bhhw r f .n^ . wn r .: ' ^ O 

its textnre, bnt dH nat sh:-e, tha c ' 't re n.y.^l * : ' 
dim and w'atered, as th -na': setn ti.r mh^ 0 i - ■ 

“It wiil freeze apain when the tv:;:: -!h:‘:'h‘ f .... - ;h 
"even if the frost breaks tes-rhahth’ And h.t 

exclaimed: 'I believe yon are chiih' 

And he answered, giarcina at ner :;th dd. t: ' I 
In winter, tinte stands stii.. h''-m rrva is h/vm. - * * 
same as to-day as long as there’s snow on the gn,' n:i. I 
don’t want time to mioveh’ 

"You are as happy as that:’’ 

“And your*’ 

She nodded and walked cn, criwirg him tv:tb her* 

“! know what you are thinkinah’ sue said, "necaose ! 
too am thinking it. You are thlnkinc what rAther 1 m 
has dared to say—but it’s only folly, Lewis dear, to say it 
now.” 

“That there needn’t be any end for us?” 

“That we might have ail our lives together, if we 
chose. . . - Let’s imagine, Lewis, that it’s true. Itvcmtiimg 
we said and thought before we became lovv^s isnh i\y > 
ing on us any more—we’ve broken free ot it, and 0 : ml 
the circumstances of our lives—let’s imagine tluit. And 
imagine/’ she added with a harderinc of her voken ‘‘‘that 
marriage with me w^ouldn’t min you and make all the^hope 
of your life impossible and that I am not marnea and 
pledged—even more important, that Fm not tbs Kind^of 
woman I am. That’s the barrier between Lewis. Xot 
that you are poor and I: —on other people’s money—nch; 
not that you are ten years older than I am or_^tnat I have a 
husband. All that we could break down. The barrier 
that I am I and you are you—not made to live in the same 
world.'” 

*‘Here we do,” he said. 
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“Yes, in a kind of enchantment that shuts out your 

world and mine.” ^ 

“But Julie,” he cried, “we love each other. Something 
that IS neither yours nor mine has arisen out of our love- 
something independent of us. Aren’t we pledged to that? 

When I see you as you are now-” 

She took his hand and pressed it. 

“But this winter can’t last for ever, Lewis dear,” she 
said, looking away from him to the west where already 
the deeper colours were fading in the sky and great fleece'<= 
of cloud were drawn out into primrose shreds. “Sprin® 
will come, and summer; then autumn and winter a^ain 
Unless we ourselves are changed, we shall become mem- 
oers of separated worlds.” 

]]Do you hear from Narwitz?” Lewis asked suddenly. 
“Itisonyourmind?... Julie,youaren’tunhappyorguiitv 

orsadf” * 

“Not guilty, or unhappy. . . 

“But sad?” 

She did not answ'er at once. “Sad, only because I love 
you as I didn’t know I should,” she said after considera- 
tion. I suppose, deep down in my mind, was the thought 
that if you were my lover I should become satisfied, and 

that, when the time came for us to part-” She raised 

her voice in defiance, not of him, but of herself. “I wanted 
you, I suppose. And now,” she added, “it seems intolerable 
to me that there should ever be a time when w’e shall not 
walk across snowy moors, scarcely speaking for hours, or 
sit m the library together, debating some line of Quarles 
or a passage from Fenelon or a fragment of the Timaeus.” 

fenelon led them to Bossuet, Bossuet to Molinos, and 
irom Molinos the way was easy to Inglesant and the 
seventeenth century in England, a subject of which they 
never grevy weary. Darkness had fallen when they entered 
tlie grounds of the Castle^ but the clouds were dra'wn away 
to the north and stars were out. The reflected glow of 
lighted windows seemed to be rising from within the snow, 
btop for a moment and listen,” Lewis said. 
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Thev stood in silerxe, bearing tre voni fn w arr". 0: 
branches of the avenue. Julie's face turnui ta iu'u :U': 
was about to speak; but, seeruinp to diuibe :'u;: . at b r 

had intended to say irduht not be ?p huen, '-h. r ut her tv 
furre gloves on to Letvishs shoulder and hid her face 
theni until he, bending back her head. 'u;.-o:i her h;s a: ‘ 
her icy cheeks and her cl eyes, bhe ^u ; ci u" i H . 
to him. 

‘'Don’t let me go,” she whispered, hx rae c / 

‘‘Never?” he said. “Is tlOat vour pr n.ise. ?uhbr Y w 
will?” 

Instantly she slackened in his arms and rwhx=ed hcroYc 

“Yes,” she answered, “it is my v:h —0 Lev s it is .. 
my heing—in this enchanted garden.“ 

'Swiftly, at the word, as thouch it rad in her ears a nr. d 
sound, she touched him. 

“Listen,” she said. “Do you hear the w :Le ^r* h" : 
among the trees?” 

He searched her face in the darkixss, q-.est::'n:rc the 
seriousness of her mood. There was fear in her eyt* ’a 
her lips were smiling. 

“The last lines,” she said. “Say them to me.” 

“Yiy dearest—of what?” 

“Of the Yliitoe. Say them. When we iiear them acv.b'; 
we shall remember.” 

Still he did not kno-'w of what she was speaking, and s:.e 
began in a low voice: 

“‘They looking back all th* eastern side beheld of 
Paradise. . . 

She could not continue. The wind of the avenue was 
in her silence while she waited. And Lewis said: 

“They looking back all tli’ eastern side beheii 
Of Paradise, so late their^happy sem,^ 

Waved over by that darning brand; the gate 
With dreadful faces tlironged and heiy arms. 

Some natural tears they dropped-” 

Her fingers tightened abruptly on his arm. ’’^'Suoo/' she 
said, “so soon for us!” But in an instant she had throw 11 
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her darkness from her. “Now,” she exclaimed, “let’s wo 
in. Lights. People. This evening I’ll come down to youtn 
the librarj’-. Shall I? Read to me. All night we shall be 
together. And to-morrow and to-morrow.” 

They went on, having forgotten the world. In the hall 
they found Goof, Corrie, Allard and Sophie, with the 
Baron in their midst. The Baroness came with Ballater 
out of the smoking-room. Behind them Ramsdell’s face 
appeared. 

“You’re late,” Goof said. “We thought you were lost. 
You know the news?” 

Allard rounded the phrase for it. 

“The Russian Empire has fallen. The Tsar has abdi¬ 
cated.” 

“Then Russia is out of the war?” 

There was an outbreak of confused comment. “It may 
strengthen her,” one suggested. “The new Government 
is pro-ally,” another exclaimed. 

“But will the new Government last?” Ramsdell said. 

“If you ask me,” Ballater put in, “it may bring the re¬ 
organization that Russia needs.” His smile was comforting 
but the disquiet of the group persisted. 

“Change! Change!” van Leyden said. “Even the 
Romanovs.” And he added incredulously: “It will be the 
Hapsburgs next.” 

He clasped and unclasped his hands behind his back. 
“At least,” he said, “England will save the Tsar and his 
family. He is your King’s cousin. There is no need that 
England should be too late this time. There’s a breathing 
space.” 

Ballater cleared his throat. “Don’t you think, sir, that 
perhaps you’re taking too gloomy a view? After ail, the 
Tsar appears to be in no danger.” 

The old man flung out his hands. “No danger! No 
danger! WLen the wolves have him down! Ah,” he cried 
in exasperation, “that is the English ail over. You never 
recognize a revolution when you see one. You always hope 
jjto convert a pack of wolves into a Liberal party and gener¬ 
ally, in your own country, you succeed. But Russia is not 
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“What matters^' said Ba.ater, inter.aina r: rr/:r 
corxihatone diversian, ‘is th.at Rrsz-ri, r reiver re 
shorldrh rrake a separate peace *" 


* 5 S 
be too 

a tr ir a 


The Baron stared at him. 


i'TTL^*.’^ 17 -, 


liii. .. ---- - ---^^dsn t:r, 

exclairied. ''That is wn" Er'Tish. Tint is t. e rr-'' 

vour greatness-” and _ ■JnC;;n-:ir. 

smiled*aSably and shook his head, 

*Le'.vis and Juiie observed the old ntanb em "t'-n v-h 
sharing it. “The Russian Enapre has tu.en_. 1 ,v;;. 
Htenea to the remote words and to the excited, no’ 
discussion that had follcoved, as though. tvc_p3 = ;m 
they had oa-erheard through an open window the ex:, 
tions of a group of strangers. 


rx 



CHAPTER FOUR 


Once in each week the English officers went into Rynwyk 
to report at the office of the district commandant. Ballater 
was often absent with his car, having leave to visit the 
Hague or stay with Covert van Leyden at the Huis ten 
Borghy and Lewis and Ramsdell would then go into the 
town by the tramway that passed within a mile of Enken- 
daal, returning on foot across countiyn A new intimac? 
between them arose from these long^ regular walks. 

Saturday after Saturday at the same hour of the morning 
they came by the same w^ay. Sometimes they took up an 
argument wffiere it had been left some days earlier. More 
often^ having received news of the war in Rynwyk, they 
would discuss it as they came through the prim outskirts 
of the town and be led on to speak of wffiat might follow 
the compromise that both now^ believed to be inevitable. 
Suspense? Disorganization? Another w^ar? The tide of 
revolution would not stop at the Russian frontier: all 
foundations were shaken—badly shaken in Germany, 
Ramsdell added. 

“You believe that?*^ 

“Julie believes ltd" 

“What reason has she?^’ 

“But hasn't she told you/' Ramsdell asked, “of her 
husband's letters?" 

Lewds answ^ered that she had not, and a silence fell 
until Ramsdell, feeling that having said so much he must 
say more, continued: “Though he never speaks of revolu¬ 
tion, he gives her new^s of their estates. From wmrds here 
and there about their servants, and local people, and a. 
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cousin of his who is a social dexocrat she loTlx—onJ 
s*xe Xurwitz thinks—that tlocre are xcks aheod/'^ 

He hoi chosen co!ourlo.-s rhroscs, 0 p:nu **:u hr'V’ 
interest in the subject w v li Wh and Lev nx'^e 1 : 
no further for Julie's conuuenccu 

said nothing of it to rued' he rereated. 

‘“Probably because she didn't want tt ttcrr; you u 
it?""’ 

“Worr}' mer Was she eer,uinely •.vorrisd:” 

Rarr-sdeil hesitated. “I think she was. After £1. her " 
future is tied up in it.” 

“Yes, I had aimost forgDtten that,” Lery;> r-.p’:*. I._ ‘ 
is easy to forget in this piace that there is a future :r. 


ai! 

pe 


b 

4 r *- 


'CC xce 


of us, you and I—and Juke, 

sailing off like paper boats ^ ^ 

SogVi after we part, we shank be within hau 
and all this—my w'ork in the totver, yours :n tue 




hu..=e 


t:u 


these walks together—will seem to nme becu^a.. 

lude. Things'Remembered from a drtarn. Ur.Iws 
end, we come to think of them as the only reality and ah 
else as a dreamP’ 

He went on to speak of Julie with anxious tenderness, 
as if, Ramsdeil reflected, she were a child j;ho was 
to be cast adri,ft upon the world; and so different was t:au 
view of her from Ram,sdell's own—for her clear^ inie.n- 
gence of men, and her power over them seemed t: iiim her 
sufficient defence—that he thought: Ho one could^ear icr 
Julie who has not already transformed her m ks mmd, and 
he searched Lewis’s face. It was, indeed, the mce of cue 
under a spell. Its expression, while Juiie was being spcx.en 
of, was that of a deeply sensitive man entranced trv a pmy„ 
bv a poem, bv some profound and exciuding 

a,iid Ramsdelfremembered how Julie had surprisea mm, cy 
saving* ‘Tsn’t it perhaps cruel to make anyone very nappy 
m this world?” She too is changed, he said, t^he too is 
under a spell, but she sees beyond it as he does not—or 
will not. From the words “will not” and ms understand¬ 
ing that, while Jiilie was still four-square with tne wpr*d, 
knowmg herself to be a creature of iotimte adaptatiaiis, 
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Lewis was cherishing an idea of an impossible perma 
nence, there emerged a sudden fear for both of them and 
to test Lewis he said: “To thinir of what is past as the on!v 
reality is to deny life itself, to be dead. You are not loo^ni 
forward to that?” 

am trying to carry this dream into the future ” 
Lewis answered. “To establish it. To make it so much’a 

part of myseif that whatever the circumstances of mv ii^e 
may become-” ^ 

'‘Blit that is to tell yourself a fairy tale, and even in fairer 
tales the spells are lifted at last—the good as well as the 
evil. 


mysteries,” Lewis said. “In 
all the fairy tales there are miracles, and the miracles 
are m conflict, the good with the bad, and it is only when 
the miracles have ceased and the prince and pnncess 
have come together as man and woman that the stor\- 
teller dares to say, And they lived happily ever alter- 
ward.’ There’s very seldom any suggestion that there will 
be new miracles to help them in the future. Yet the 
miracles and spells and encnantments were not put into 
the stories as meaniiigiess decorations; they are built into 
the conclusion. An evil spell is worked off by the perform¬ 
ance of tasks—generally they are impossible tasks, such as 
toe carrymg of water in a sieve, which are made possible 
by the intervention of benevolent spirits in the solitary 
struggles of man. And even the beautiful spells, the 
happiest enchantments. . . 

He broke off and walked for a little while in a silence 

that Ramsdell did not break. 

“Even the happiest enchantments,” he continued after 
reflection, end at last, when they have served their pur¬ 
pose. One of three brothers misses his opportunity be- 
rause he does not recognize a fairy in the beggar-woman 
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assirrilate it. When he leaves the eachar.ted place* carry* 
iriC! his reward with hini, he must r:ct h'-,> hi:!;. He rr.ay 
take with him only what he carries within n 
is, what he has become—and he may rot 1 k . ::k. He 
must so straight on into whatever wrrii may he. Then tiw 
stor\’"terier dares a happy ending which is ?i-? ir 
one: he brings us down to earth, hhni hney h^ ci inmr''hy 
ever afterd he says. It's always the hcrinrkng a 
stor\" as wxil as an end of the Hd. It h t k.v ith id hr 
he tak.es us from one world into anmiier. ' \rd r h hf 
says, 'a new chapter of their lives rtgenyin hwr thev 
related imagmation with experierxe*^ and ;hr::si:y; ^wth 
necessity; and this they were abie^to d*: because they had 
bee.n taught by wonder and suffering—’” 

‘'By suffering?” Ram,sdell said, and Lewis, aimhmmm 
his pace which had increased while ^he spoke, ansv/med 
laughin.g: ''But if you ask me about fair\^ tales, you must 
exp^ect a lecture. I’m soriyu The subject is full of mysteries 
—a.s Dirk van Leyden knew.” 

How far they had wa,ndered from their discussion of the 
w’ar! So it was always during these walks. Habit had deter¬ 
mined a route for them and the changes in its landmarks 
were tokens of the passing year—the softened shape of a 
copse against the sky-line telling of winter’s departure, the 
movement of colour in a cottage garden proving the ap¬ 
proach of spring. The owmer of the garden, a frail Belgian 
in black suit and straw hat—the costume of the cu/tHp 
Namur from which he was exiled—shambled down to liis 
gate as the Englishmen drew near. He wanted,^he said, to 
set his watch by theirs; but there w'as iittie fault Jn liis 
watch; he wished only to chatter of the wwr with allies and 
to say: ''The English a.re just. They will restore my pro- 
pert}" tome, will they not? They will see justice in Belgium. 
We, after all, have done our part” To escape from Ms 
que.mlousness, they would ask of his garden, but he could 
not praise it without adding that in any cQnntrv but Hol¬ 
land—Ms contempt for Holland was all-embracing. ''They 
tMnk the Belgians fools for having fought and they expect 
us to be grateful to them for their charity .i Whe.E there 
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was a hea’^ snowfall in the second week in April: *'What 

a country!” he cried. “How can a man live in it!” And the 
sudde;n heat of early May pleased him no better. “Look ” 
he said, squeezing the sweat from his wrists,' “here*"is 
the summer. But in Holland they have summer before 
the leaves are out on the trees. The season is a month 
behind, 

Lewis and Ramsdell were always glad to leave him, but 
they did not avoid his cottage, a visit to it having become 
part of their routine. When Ballater was with them the 
visit^was prolonged, for Ballater was irritated by the Bel¬ 
gian’s horticulture, which no persuasions would change 
and argument would be continued in fierce French until 
the Belgian’s daughter appeared by chance from the back 
of the cottage and, having shown by little flutterings of her 
hands how surprised she was to see the Englishman, stared 
at Ballater with the eyes of a child outside a pastry-cook’s 
shop. His daughter.? “Nonsense,” Ballater w’ould'say, “I 
don t believe she s his daughter. She’d escape sometimes 
if she were. . . . Not that I’ve any real interest in her. Her 
neck is too short.” Often they left him in the Belgian’s 
garden, for he never tired of inventing ruses to tridi the 
man into leaving him alone wdth the girl. Neither failure 
in this nor her short neck discouraged him. She w'as a 
woman and she admired him; that was enough. 

But as summer increased, Ballater’s absences from the 
cotoge became longer and more frequent, and Ramsdell, 
being often alone with Lewis or with Julie, began to know 
them, through his intuitions of their relationship, with pro¬ 
found knowledge, and to guess, as one guesses of people 
m a tale, what they were discovering, or might discover. 
One morning when he and Julie, having met by chance 
m the little wood that divided the upper lake from the 
road, were walking there together in sight of the Castle, 

^ tt across the water to the tower and said; 

“You know—don’t you?—what Lewds and I are to each 
other? 

“Yes.” 

How did you guess? Tell me how you guessed!” 
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Wliat a child still in, her eager voice, her nnr:ar:ei 
iH'pnlse! 

'Won are both changed,” Ra:T.s;:i.lI fcecan, ''in a ^.vav 
that—” 

“Weli? In what way?” 

‘Where's a repose between you when ycu are V^ct'o'r 
and when, I meet you singly, you sptwh rf th ’"h” 

“out to you only,” she inshtei, vLuhnurc ' 
auainst a c!ia,rge of guiielessness. '‘I never sreE: f Lev 
to anyone but you, except in a cas;n;i waen ' 

*‘Theii no one else guesses, of canrse,” he arsv;erti :: “ 
a smile. 

Instantly the childishness left her. ”It dcesrht matter to 
me who guesses,” she said. 

'‘Someone does?” 

''Sophie. But she can prove nothmc. She prnwL ar .t 
the passages at night. I think she’s half mad. Orcc i-he 
came to the door of my bedroom and krocked, hvp:r;c t j 
find Lewis there, and found nothing. And once, 
that Lewis wasn't in his own room, she crept int-o tr.e 
iibraryn If she had found it empty, I suppose she wm/J 
have locked the door on the tower-staircase; then have 
given the alarm. Lewis would have been trapped. But it 
happened that Lewis was in the librarvy sitting there in the 
dark. S,he was as frightened as if she had seen a ghost, ani 
when he spoke to her could think of nothing better to say 
than that she had come for a book. But she knows,” Julie 
added. 

“Then why does she say nothing?” 

“Because no one would believe her. Uncle Pieter leas: 
of all” 

Ramsdell understood now that, though she was fright¬ 
ened, it was not Sophie she feared. 

“Tell me,” she said. “You see things plain as Lewis 
doesn't, as I don’t now.” She walked away from him a 
few paces, turned and came back. “Tel! me what s pest 
to do,” And before could speak, she added: “I believe 
that—I believe that my mother knows.” 

In the midst of that sentence she had changed her mind 
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"*That isn’t what you w^ere going to say/’ he answered" 
and she smiled at him, the disarming smile of one dis¬ 
covered in a trick. 

^ TMy mother does know/’ she said. more than sus¬ 
picion with her. She has made that clear enough_to me 

not to Lewis.” And she added with pleased quietness: “Bat 
my mother will say nothing. That would break my mar¬ 
riage, which was of her making. She would say nothmo*-— 
except to me—if I had twenty lovers.” ^ 

The brutality of that phrase surprised Mm. No girl is 
quite sane, he thought, when she speaks of her mother and 
her lover in a single breath. 

Julie was laughing at him. “Now I have shocked you!” 

“No, but you are playing with me. A moment ago you 
were asking m,e what it was best that you should do. Now 
you say that Sophie guesses and you don’t care; that your 
mother knows—and will never speak. And yet you .are 
frightened of something-” 

“Frightened? I—frightened?” 

“So frightened,” he answered, “that you are trying to 
deceive me—and yourself.” 

She compressed her lips and did not reply. A sharp 
imperious movement of her head declared that she would 
not be scolded; a flash of her eyes that she w-as calling 
anger to her aid. Then, the barriers down, she confessed: 

“My husband knows.” 

“He has been told?” 

“He hasn’t been told. . . . But he knows.” 

“Certainly? He has written it.” 

“He has WTitten nothing.” 

“You mean, then, that he suspects—that you believe 
he suspects?” 

“I know that he knows.” 

Ramsdell perceived that it would be vain to reason with 
her, 

“If he does,” he said, —^you care?” 

“Desperately.” 

“Why? Do you love him?” 

“No one but Lewis.” 
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“Then?’^ 

One of the gardeners had come down to the bnat-hon^e 
and, taking a boat, had iannched himsek on to the onper 
lake. He was standing over his oar^, facinc ftr’wi/and 
as his body swung to and fro its rcrh.cdcn dare, i w. t:.e 
nonline, siinlit dim of the water, 

'‘T wonder what he is going to do cn the i dan id' Jnlie 
said, standing to watch him, and not unth the r ;t 'ws 
concealed by the island’s trees did she tarn to Ranw-deli 
acain and say: 

''"‘‘You like Lewis?” 

‘YTs.” 

“More than you did? You doubted him on:e.” 

“Not now,” 

“Wh}% I wmnderr” 

“Never an easy question,” Ramsdell said, “but I can 
answer it, I think. You see, in one aspecn he’s 2 c.. :a, 
ordinary man. That links him with me; Fra S'chd and 
ordinar}n He’s a good man of business; he’s cap.iMc of 
standing up to the 'world and doing his job; that nude me 
want to like him, I was willing to give to his ideas the 
respect one gives to another man’s religion—rather a cold, 
negative respect. And then I found that yen couldn’t be 
coFd and negative about his ideas any more than y rj cm 
be cold ancT negative when you’re standing by a black¬ 
smith wLo is hammering white-hot metal on Ids an\’jl 
The sparks fly and touch you. Lewis is disturbing in trx 
same way. He doesn’t interfere with anyone eke, but it’s 
not possible to be with him and aloof from him. What I 
doubted in him was his humanity. I thought he was play¬ 
ing with barren theories-” 

“I know,” Julie said. '*But ifs not true. I remember i 
used to think: If Lewis is anything more than dty-as-dust, 
then he ought to be a leader of men. I imagined him as a 
founder of a new religion—a new way of thought. It v as 
that kind of greatness I looked for in Mm and because he 
hadn’t got it—^well... . 

“You despised him?” 

“No* Never that. But I tormented him. I ivanted 'to drag 
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him out of his solitudes. I wanted to make him acknow¬ 
ledge— And then/’ she added, “I wanted him. I tried to 
laugh myself out of it. I tried to break myself. But I had 
come too close. . . . And afterwards I began to love him 
as I love him now. That’s all He’s not a leader of men'in 
the open. He will never have a mob following him. If he 
finds his own secret it will remain his own secret, but after 
he has gone and is forgotten the world will be chan^-ed bv 
it.” • "" 

“You have answered your own question for me/’ Rams- 
dell said.^“0,nce he and I began to talk about faiiy^ tales. 
He said that, though life was empty without enchantments 
and miracles, no enchantment had any meanine until it 
had been assimilated in common existence. A miracle is a 
seed and no more; you must plant it in earth and cultivate 
it if it is to bear fruit. When he said that, I think he was 
understanding it for the first time, and perhaps I was 
uriderstanding him for the first time. And in the last few 
months—this winter and spring—I have learned more 
and more of him. I don’t doubt him now.” 

“And I love him/’ Julie said quietly. Then: “Do you 
think me a fool? What do you think ofW?” 

“Need I tell you?” 

“Do you think that I am a woman who takes a delight 
in confusing men’s lives? Am I Lewis’s enemy?” 

Ramsdeil stood uneasily, twining blades of grass over 
his fist. 

“Are you taking a delight in confusing a man’s life at 
this moment?” he asked. 

“I? Now? Your life?” 

“Good God!” Ramsdeil exclaimed with a smile of 
selLrnockery. “Four syllables—and what destruction! 
Nothing is more dangerous than a beautiful woman who 
happens to forget how beautiful she is.” 

“Do you mean- 

No,^ Julie, I don’t mean that I love you. More than the 
romantics suppose, love is a thing one permits or denies 
^he earliest attacks before which we are 
all helpless, . ,, But it makes m.e happy to walk here with 
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von* It's an odd privilege, half-agcny and radf-driiant, ta 
see you so aglow with your owti hfe t:iat you car; cry ! ^ 
roe ‘Four life?’ as if the pr?s:bil:ty rc" your : : ** .-r t 
|ia.d never entered your mind. And to r/.cr y n w j *nv 
advice as if you intended to take it—that's c * 1 t 't. ?. 4 ! 
Fm in no condition,” he added, iook:::: :ntc :;cr A:.:, t 
tell you whether you are Lewis’s enenwA 

But she would not cease to be ser; It was in far 
mind that she was bringing disaster to Levdu 

'‘'Why?” Ramsdell asked. ”He has never d.ne better 
work than he is doing now. He has never been happierh’ 

“That’s the danger/’ she said. 

“To be happy?” 

“As he and I are now.” 

“You believe in fate and the jealousy of the gods?” 

“It is happiness that compels belief in them.” 

“Because enchantments end?” 

She nodded and echoed: ‘‘Because they end.” 

“Or are assimilated/’ Ramsdell said quickly, and, paus¬ 
ing again to watch the boat return from the island, she 

replied: ^ ^ 1 t • j 

“But ours can never be assimilated. On earth,^Le\vis and 
I are opposed beings—anywvhere but here.^ What would 
happen to us, do you think, as man and wife?” 

“It wouldn’t be easy/’ he admitted. 

“Impossible, Just a loyal, hopeless, loving lie-—until we 
could deceive ourselves no longer.” 

“Is that why you are afraid?” She nodded again, her 
white teeth on her lip. ‘Hs that what you were thinking 
of when you said that your husband knew?” 

“Did I say that? I meant—it is as if he knew. As if he 
were here watching us, a ghost. Eveiy^ letter I have from him 
now seems to be beseeching me, to be saying that I am aU 
he has left in the wmrld and beseeching me not to leave his 
world empty. It’s horrible. It’s horrible because, though 
Fm sorry for him and for the suffering he s going through, 
1 don’t feel it in myself. It’s as if he were writing to some 
other woman and I were stooping over his shoulder, 
reading her letter. He writes to me in English and, 
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Aough his spoken English is nearly faultless, his written 

English IS just fluent, no more; he can^t put him<ielf mtrt 

it. At the end of each letter he falls away into^erm^ 
He W'ntes it beautifully. He says wise, tender, desperate 
Aings—always as if deep deep in his mind, hidden even 

from himseM, was a knowledge that it was all in vain* that 

I didn t love him and never could; that he was writinAo 

someone irretrievably lost.’' ^ ™ 

“Are you lost to him.?” Ramsdell said. “You will m 

back to him. ’ 

“Yes,” she answered, “if he lives, I shall go back. But 
me woman he loves is lost—if ever she existed ” 

Ramsdell had picked up a handful of pebbles and was 
tossing them one by one into the lake. There was a ques- 
tion m lus mind that he hesitated to utter, and it was a 
relief to him to turn away from Julie and watch only the 
mtersection of the rippling circles on the water. What 

SA Lewis do?-if Narvdtz were 

kiUedr If he lives, she had said: the chance of his death 
was present with her. And she was so happy that she 
believed in fate and the jealous gods! He emptied his 
hand of pebbles with a single, angry fling. It would be a 
pretty trick of the jealous gods to destroy Narwitz and 
by removmg that convenient obstacle to another marriage’ 
thrust, with all the forces of honour and convention and 
sentiment, a freezing permanence on Julie’s and Lewis’s 
enchantment. Could they part then? Would not he stand 
by lionour and she by sentiment? 

is killed?” he said over his 
shoulder. What then?” He would not look at her, for 
then he w'ould cease to observe, with self-protective irony, 
a victim of the jealous gods, and would see the girl whose 
eveiy mood, even when it angered, yet beguiled him. 

^^He must not be killed,” she said. 

“How can you say that—‘must not’?” He turned on her, 
bluing. “Must he live for your convenience?” 
bbe drew back, her eyes wide, the colour gone from her 

“ij ^ drawing a sword, she said; 

He must live for my-” and stopped. 
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What word? She would not speak it* Instea.i she t. :::>;/j 
Rarnsdell’s hand. 

‘*\Ve will not quarrel,” she said* “'Xevcr :r/ri ;vh«t I 
-leant. It wasn't as base as you thought.” 

They went down to the bridge and cn 'sst J '~‘U”-jin 
lakes. In front of the Castle, Lewis me: them, h-s mini's 
mork done, and Ramsdell returned to the c '"Oe:** ni ne. 

‘‘He must live for my-” What word? hly ; i-.- ;re: .hij 

concealment? My comfort? Aii were imp 'oshi ee, Xi nomd 
mould fit her sentence and her mood and her enaracter* 
But as he stood in the verandah of the cottriie the vo.j.rd 
salvation appeared in his mind and he steed to p mder 
over it, there being no other less unexpected, and none, he 
began to think, more illuminating* 








CHAPTER FRT: 


During this summer, Lewis consistently attempted to 
define his philosophical position in its relation to the 
contemporary world. All his study urged upon him that 
there was a great division of method, though not of prin¬ 
ciple, between Christian and non-Christian contempla- 
tives. The principle of detachment was common to the uvo 
groups; each sought the establishment of a citadel within 
the sensible world; but whereas the Christians desired, in 
varying degrees, identification with God, or communion 
with him, or, in the extreme instance of St. Juan of the 
Cross, an absolute submission to a god having no re¬ 
semblance to any living creature, the non-Chrisfians had 
no such external focus of their endeavours and their idea 
of contemplation impelled them to mastery, rather than to 
hatred, of the nature of man. To them the body was a 
child that must grow in self-discipline, not a fiend and an 
instrument of the fiend. 

And^ though there were certainly few, even among 
Catholics, who to-day accepted in its fullness St. Juan’s 
tmctnne of a journey towards an incomprehensible god 
through a night of the sense and a night of the intellect, 
mere were many who, beneath the remote, unsuspected 
but still pow-erful influence of mediaeval Christianity, 
associated the contemplative ideal with asceticism and the 
abandonment of reason in faith. It was the fierce negative 
ot St. Juan, not the courage of St. Clement or the profound 
independence of Eckhart, that gave colour to the thoughts 
of men ignorant of the teachings of them all. That this was 
so, was the outstanding wealmess of the Reformation. It 
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had failed to implant in the minds of its adhere^"/.* an 
effective distinction between the contemriative ii'.al itself 
and the extreme practices with which, in the fJnhhe 
and even more closely in the period of the Coanter Re¬ 
formation, that idea! became associated. 

As time went by, this distinction became more and mf")re 
clear to Lewis. It was, he saw, the link between the con¬ 
ditions of the modern world, wherein faith in revcTeJ 
truth was no longer predominant, and the nhhi ^cnhic 
mysticism of the pre-Christian era. To establish a citadel 
within the sensible world without first anrdhhatint; the 
senses, to build the spirit not with the deaths of mdnd and 
body l 3 Ut with their selective and disciplined vitahtv, to 
lead^the whole man, fearless and undivided, into that pease 
which is in\iiinerable and requires no immortal arm ear— 
these were his purposes; and he knew that to achieve them 
a man must be stronger than the Christian saints. Xat only 
iBiist he be wedded in spirit to nothing mortal and conquer 
that fear for the loss of earthly pleasures which the samts 
also overcame, but he must be without terror, as tiiey 
seldom were, of the impact of earthly forces, and, as they 
could never be, of the loss of immortality. Tiiey were 
bound to the fulfilment of their faith, as a rich man to 
Ms riches, but a modern contemplative, excluded from 
Christianity, must be, like Socrates, bound to nothing, 
afraid of no encounter, capable of no loss but of his own 
integrity. Though he \vere persuaded by reason or intui¬ 
tion of the immortality of the soul and this persuasion 
were indistinguishable in effect from faith, yet it was not 
faith won from revelation; he must be prepared for reason 
to unmake what it had made; and though he believed in 
God, he must carry his god within him—an eye to see all 
lights, not an external beacon which, if he were to miss his 
view of it, would leave him blinded. 

Under the compulsion to these thoughts, Lewis’s own 
life revealed new aspects to him. There were periods in 
which his pleasure in the detachment of Ms present exist¬ 
ence ceased to contain any element of fear. Instead of 
feeling, as he had, that there was an impassable barrier 
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between himself who was secluded in the tower and the 
dutiful man of affairs who wrote letters to his partner in 
business, he became aware of a unity between' them, as 
though each were a necessan" complement of the other, 
and he looked fo,rward, not with resignation, but with an 
acceptance neither eager nor distressed, to the day when 
he should re-enter the world. I shall not, he thought, 
return to Alison and Ford, for I have other work to do, but 
while he was in these moods of reconciliation he felt no 
revulsion from, his former tasks. He could even be free fora 
little while of knowledge that time was passing and that 
an interlude in his life was slipping away. T,he wheeling 
shafts of sun and moon on the library walls, the sound of 
the waterfall, the mysterious sense of a multiplied blessing 
from the hours themselves, which a,rises in one who hears 
the night and the day chant through his solitudes, armed 
him against time and misfortune; and when, during ilugust, 
Julie was absent for a week, she seemed often to be present 
with him, so woven together were her li,fe and his. The 
parting, which he had fe,a.red, was not a parting in effect 
until, on the eighth day, the day before her return, the 
mood of security forsook him. Its protection gone, he be¬ 
came as he had been in the past. He could not work; he 
could be calm neither alone nor in company; he could think 
of nothing but that when Julie laughed, a little triumphant 
laugh Mi of malicious gaiety, she would look up under 
eyebrows that she made seem severe—then raise her eye¬ 
brows to mock him and lift her face to be kissed. More 
than a year ago, he remembered, she had thus tantahzed 
Mm, for then, though he might not kiss her, the quick 
upward movements of her head and the rounding of her 
lips had al,ways been her last thrust in an unspoken duel 
betw’ecn them. He felt again the jealous, eager tingling of 
Ms body that he had felt in the past, and was possessed by 
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what had appeared as memories of her shape and warmth 
and movement were but lialliicinat: 'ns, and thit a 1 -:na 
at once so remote, so beautiful, so feminine as ’ 
never have been Ms in the hesh. In that instmU 
lost her—not as if she had come, been possess 
and gone, but as if she had never lived exa 
imagination, and, looking wildly round the librar’. er 
to a desperate halt and staring into its spaces, he drmv his 
breath in a panic of loss. 

“Did you miss me?'' she whispered when she returned, 
and before he could answer she was atvay emone the : thf rs. 
pouring out a tale of her adventures. And next rnr 
awaking in the first gleam of summer dusk, feh'nu, 
he moved, the weight of her beside him, he lay st: 
gazed at the fluted post of the bed nearest to the liA 
the lion's head under the canopy. He would no: wal 
but watched the morning increase upon her tih/a 
lashes lay darkly on her lower lids; her lips made sc sort a 
contact that they were neither open nor closed; her iiand^ 
lying beside her head, with white palm exposed and linaers 
gently curving, seemed to be on the point of movement. 
If she should wake, he would become aware of tiiat stress 
of will and consciousness, that struggle to communicate^ 
which is inseparable from all human companionship, even 
that of love. Their relationship, like a sliip cast o:f from 
night-moorings, would move out into the current of ex¬ 
perience; but while she slept, while her own consciousness 
of him was suspended, he felt himself to be part of a single 
being in which he and she were included. 

It was not necessary even that he should look at her, 
and he lay apart, thinking how great a miracle it was that 
without sight of her, without touch or any communication 
of the senses, he should yet be mingled with her. If she 
died in her sleep, the consciousness of their mingling 
would persist while he gazed at the carved manes of the 
lions and the tall windows turning to gold; and if I died, 
he said, would this stream of consciousness cease, should I 
be aware of loss? It seemed to Mm then as impossible that 
he should lose her as that Ms consciousness should be 
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emptied of his own being, but the insatiable curiosity of 
love caused him to look at her again. She stirred in her 
sleep; her hair fell back from her,temples; her lips moved* 
she lifted her hand as though warding off an approach 
in a dream; then, with a gentle sigh, let her hand fall on 
the sheet, where its ivory fingers lay extended. The idea 
entered Lewis's mind that in her dream she had been 
afraid, that her sigh was of relief, her fear being past, and 
all his thought was of how the day of their separation was 
falling upon them like a sword. It was intolerable now to 
be parted from her even by her sleep; he longed for her 
eyes, her voice, the swift grace of her limbs; and he was 
stooping down to awaken her when her lips moved again 
and, as though she were whispering into his ear—for now 
his face was near to hers—she said: “No. No. Rupert, it 
isn't true. It isn't true." And after an interval of heaw, 
troubled breathing she repeated the name, and sighed 
deeply, and awoke. 

No memory of her dream remained with her. She drew 
Lewis's face down to her and kissed him; then, seeing how 
far the sunrise was advanced and that the hour when Lewis 
must return to his owm room was approaching, she folded 
herself close to him and begged him not to leave her. 

“Shall it be a holiday to-day? Let's picnic on the island 
among the trees." And she added: “If we knew that 
within a week we must die, how should we spend to-dav, 
Lewis?" 

“If it is to be a holiday," he said, “let us go far away on 
to the moors. How you love your island!" 

“And you your moors! O Lewis," she said, “what does 
it matter where w^e go? This is the last summer we shall 
spend together." She moved aw^ay from him and, turning 
on to her face, hid her eyes in the darkness of her hands 
and her hands in the darkness of her pillow. Her bare 
shoulders were glossy under the honeyed glow of the sky; 
her side was golden above the pallor of linen; and w’hen, 
thinking she wept, he wmuld have comforted her, she 
whispered. 

“Wait. . . . Wait.” 
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Suddenly she sat up, threw back her hair, looked at him 
under cvebrows she had drawn down with her old severity. 

was hiding in the dark—the deep, private, secret 
dark. Do you know why? Because there will be sun ail day 

gpd"— 

*“\nd all day we shall be together,” he said. 

“Arid it is summer still. The leaves have not begun to 
turn on the trees,” she answered. “Have you seen a yellow 
leap Shall we look out of the window together and see 
whether September is coming?” But she stretched out 
her hand and laughed and seized his wrist. “No,” she 
said, “why should we look out?” 

But the days were fast shortening, and Lewis, who had 
been accustomed to spend one or two afternoons in each 
week riding with van Leyden over his estates, heard him 
grumble that the summer was over. “I hate the winter,” 
he said, “it ties me to my desk and makes a clerk of me.” 
The foliage of the avenue was the first to change its colour, 
but autumn spread to the little hills surrounding the lakes, 
and one day, while Lewis and Julie were standing near 
the boat-house, a fierce gust brought down a torrent of 
leaves and the surface of the water was lively with a golden 
fleet. The gold vanished, the sodden leaves drifted on for 
a little white, a mottle of black on steel. 

As though even the seasons were in haste, storms blew 
through the sunshine of that autumn, and soon the pattern 
of branches stood everywhere naked against the sky. No¬ 
thing remained but the dark glitter of evergreens which 
clacked and hissed as the breeze jostled them. At last the 
winds ceased. The lakes were grey and dull and motion¬ 
less, speckled with a sleety rain. In the early w'eeks of 
December the earth was saturated by snow and thaw, 
the sky, whether dark or pale, was unluminous, and all 
the interior of the Castle—the rugs, the polished tobies, 
the gilt frames, the silver—seemed to have sunk into 
a lethargy. Colour itself had fallen asleep. Shape was 
emptied of its vitality. Furniture stood, dead, arn<mg 
sombre shadows; one remembered its weight neither 
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its beauty nor its strength; and a figure seen in sick!? 
illumination at the end of a long corridor, or touched b? 
the white gloom of windows at the head of the great stair¬ 
case, had the appearance of a wraith which advanced mi 
vanished and appeared again, formless in that striig‘:ilino- 
fantasy of light* ® 

Lewis had completed his first sifting and annotations 
of ^ Dirk van Leyden's papers. The translations, with 
Julie's aid, were done. In a couple of months, perhaps-- 
certainly in the early spring—his selection and final order¬ 
ing would be finished. “And I shall have no more reason 
then to live in the tower,'' he said. 

“Thenj^ou must play Penelope," Julie answered. 
“Uncle Pieter will never know how near you are to the 
end. Besides, wLere should you go?" 

“To the cottage," Lewis said. 

“And I?" 

They let the subject ^drift away from them until one 
morning Ballater came in through a blizzard to say that 
his uncle was dead. His cheeks were pink, his eyes spark¬ 
ling; he stood by the stove jn the librar}% warming his hands 
and rubbing them; he did what he could to seem grave 
and mournful but could not conceal his joy. 

“That means the Ballater acres for you?" Lewis asked. 

Ballater grinned. “It means more than that. It means 
leave to^ England. They granted it to Jerram when his 
father died; they'll grant it to me. And once in England, 
it's easy enough to get parole extended and extended. If 
the war ends next spring, I probably shan't come back.” 

“Then you'll leave the cottage—^for good?" Julie said. 
“What will Ramsdell do?" 

“Hasn't decided. Probably live in the Hague or.join 

up with the people at Haarlem." He looked round him at 
the long windows and th^ crowded shelves, at the table 
spread with Lewis's, pipes, at Lewis himself and Julie; 
then searcMngly at the door that barred the walled stair¬ 
case to her room. 

It's odd," he said. “Next spring I should have been in 
Enkendaal twO' years. Now I'm going away and I haven't 
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been in this library a dozen times*... Do von iike sitting 
and working here? I should never have thought June 
would/’ 

'‘But I love working with Lewis/' Julie answered, /he 
had intended to make no more reply than this; she would 
disarm Baliater's curiosity with her candour—then he 
silent; but there was that in her mind—a sense of t:ie 
breaking-up of beloved associations, a shiver of farewell— ■ 
\rhich touched her with sudden madness, and she sa:d to 
Bailater/T shall always remember this moment. Tiwbcroks 
grey and cold; the top shelves in darkness: this ugh: et try- 
where, pearly and opaque—as if we were ah living in an 
ovster shell; and you standing there by the stove IhAcyi vast^ 
grey giraffe. I suppose some day I shall come hack. You 
never will. When you go out of this room, you'd never, 
never enter it again. But I shall come back years on. And 
I shall see you quite easily as you are now, standing hy t'ne 
stove. I shall wait and struggle, and perhaps I s. ch see 
Lewis again—there, at that table, with his long rupyus 
nmning lip the edge of a book. But I shall nut see mysck/’ 

Mter a silence, because he knew not what else to say, 
Ballater said: 

'‘The waterfall makes more noise now than it's ever done 
—the lakes are so swollen with snow and rain. Doesni it 
%'OTTj YOU, working here?” 

“No?' Lewis answered, “you forget it. Only if it stopped 
voud remember.” 

" Ballater went out. Julie had seated herself on a stool near 
to the shelves and her head was turned awa\u 

“Julie. Tell me what you are frightened oir” 

She rose and stood beside the table. “Lewis, dear, I m 
ashamed when, I—when Fve broken down like It s 
these dark skies, day after day, like a tomD. 1 iiat—and iiiy 
own weakness—and time sliding away under our feet -and 
your strength. That more than all.” 

“My strength?” 

“You have changed,” she said. 

“Not towards you, Julie.” 

She smiled. “Sometimes, when you think of the cndjE 
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you are afraid, as I am. But there’s a part of you that isn’t 
afrpd—not even of losing me. A part that’s independent 
It IS what you have been fighting for—your tranquiilih^’ 
the seed of it. And since I have loved you, it is what l’ 
have wanted for you. O Lewis, it’s true; I have wanted it 
tor you, but it divides you from me. Not now; you lov» 
me; perhaps, if we lived together all our lives, you would 
love me always, but every hour of every day, we should 
become more and more different beings.” She sank down 
beside him and pressed his hand against her face “And 
so, she said, “whp we part, though it will kill somethina 
in each of us, still it will be best. When we began I thoii<?ht 
so, now I know it. Here we are close together, but in the 
world we should grow further and further apart. I believe 
that IS true, but it seems a waste of life, Lewis; I don’t 
understand it.” 

“Perhaps it is not true,” Lewis said. 

^ “Perhaps!” she repeated. “But you too believe it 
Listen. 111 prove it. If Ballater and Ramsdell leave the 
cottage, if you finish Dirk’s papers and go from here—you 
could live in the cottage alone, without loss? If I died 
then-” ’ 

Julie! he exclaimed, lifting her up. “These months 
with you have been more to me than all my life without 
you. I came here cold and proud and ignorant and blind 
Now ” 


“But you could live alone,” she insisted. “Not perhaps 
without loss; there’s a part of you that would suffer. But 
there is a part that would be stronger because I was gone 
It s true. And there’s a part of me,” she cried, throwing 
up her head and speaking as though her words were being 
dragged from her, “there’s a part of me that would be 
freer-more gay, lighter, harder, more briUiant—if you 
were gone. But it is the worst in me that would profit and 
perhaps the best in you. Lewis, what is it that we are 
learning of each other? We shall part with the lesson half 
learned, i ou will go on. You stumble; you are blind some- 
cmes, but nothing in your life is wasted. For you every- 
hing comes together in the end. But for me everything is 
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broken into little pieces. I love you, but it’s all like a stosy- 
Tlf told As if the book with the storj’ in it were to oe 
Sut suddenly and carried away.^I don’t k.now how the 
■itorv ends—or why it was begun. _ 

' “But the book isn’t shut yet,’ Lewis said. We are 

listening to it now and-” 

'“Soon it will be,” she answered. 

“Why do you say that?” ^ . 

She hesitated. “I know it. I tell myself over and over 
again that we have time. After the winter the spring- ahej 
tL soring another summer—who know s." I teil ni% »e J .r.a^. 
BuUt’s not true,” she cried, “it’s not true.” 

And Lewis heard in her voice the same accent^ot icar 
that had been in it when she spoke her hi,^band’s_ name 
H her sleep. “It isn’t true. It isn’t true. But again SM 
passed beyond the terror that had possessed her ar.u saiui 
^ “Perhaps I’m being a fool, dearest one. I will go up to 
my music-room and play myself into reason and leave you 

to voiir own work. i • i. 

fte seized her hand; it was trembling; and m her eyes 
was a secret that she could not share with him, an intui¬ 
tion which swmng as yet beneath the surface of her mind 
so that sometimes it was bnghtly visible and she shrank 
away from it, but sometimes she could forget that it was 

there. 


E 




CHAPTER SIX 


At the opening of the new year, the fourth of war, Lewis 
became certain that there was a burden on Julie’s mind 
that she could not share with him. When he spoke to her 
of it, she would elude him by saying: “Perhaps it’s only 
something I imagine,” and, if he pressed her further, would 
so beseech him with her eyes and the tones of her voice 
not to force her concealments that he felt he was hurting 
her by his urgency, and allowed himself to be led away to 
other subjects. She will tell me in her own time, he smd. 

In her. own time she told him. He had been across to 
the cottage and had spent an afternoon there. Soon after 
Ballater’s leaving for England, Ramsdell had gone to Haar¬ 
lem and the English servants had been sent away, but 
Ramsdell might return if Lewis ceased to live in the Castle, 
and the rooms they had occupied in the cottage were stiU 
full of their possessions. Among these Lewis had been 
searching for a pipe that Ramsdell wished to have sent to 
Haarlem, and, though the pipe was soon found, he had 
stayed long in the cottage, talking to Vrouw Kersthoit. It 
was already dark when he returned to the Castle. 

He went to his bedroo.m and prepared for dinner. As he 
entered the drawing-room, voices that had been uplifted 
were suddenly, though but for a moment, hushed. Then 
the Baroness said: 

“But how long have you known? You must have known 
before this. Why didn’t you tell us before?” 

Julie, with her back to a table, was clutching its edge 
with her fingers and leaning against it. Her heels were 
raised from the ground .and she had the same air of defianoe. 
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She locked even’ivhere bet ot the L. ^ * 

a sbdipg negative clance as ti.cooh ;e "vertr fnjr"*.r •* 
to her, at Sophie with viokrxe and centrT.pt, thx* a" 
mother Exedly, The Baroness was in a hotter of an:i'"}o*m:e 
because she had not been informed mi Xar^ // 

in his letters, had evidentw deccnxd ‘wt; her iwita!: fO 
over these trifles obscured at tirst evew other consii era! i m 
IE her mind and she poured out questions in an angry 
stream. Julie replied with linnatural cairn, thcugl* a little 
breathlessly, as women often do in the \vitnes5-b>..*m Ie the 
autumn, after Rupert was wounded a third time, he hii 
known that he would never return to the front and had 
expected to die. She had never believed that he wcu!d 
die. . . . Why? She didn’t know why, but she had not 
believed it. Then, after a long time, he had written of the 
possibility of his obtaining leave to come to Holland. That 
w^as long ago—well, several weeks ago. 

''But why didn’t you tell us then? Why didn't he tell us?’* 
''Because I didn't believe he’d really come," Julie said, 
leaving the second question unansw’ered. And she added: 
“He is only coming here to died’ 

“To die!” her mother exclaimed. 

Julie replied in a hard, bitter tone: “His right arm is 
amputated. His right shoulder and his back are terribly 
injured. The earlier wounds remaiii. And gas . . she 
continued to tell them of his sufferings in such a way that a 
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II 


stranger might have supposed her to be without nit,, f 
them; she seemed to be reading from a documen72ff 
end, after a stifled pause, she said: “He has what 

the orderlies called Kh, froaen sickness^e Jao, cTtW 
justdymg-dymg-wornom-not having the” ilho fc 

wffl S “ If P»”- Eft here! Rupe “I 

Will live. She repeated it as though she haA ’ 

tradicted: “He says-here he will livi” 

Is It on Friday he comes.?” her mother asked 
“Th counted the days, a smile moving over her face 
Three days, she answered. “He wdll crocks th» f ' 

tioi^H ^ the Le^r 

3ny rate.” 

But Juhe shook her head. “He says, No. He wants to 


companion. 

;;But not to meet him-” the Baroness began. 

M, leave him alone. Let it be as he chooses ” her 

him,” Julie said. 

..T vvounds to be dressed?” 

tnmk he is past that.” 

there must be one nurse to relieve 

While this conversation proceeded, Lewis had bppn 
sr ent, the counting of the days, the argument of one nurse 
or two, ringing in his mind as the^disputed detail of 

JaXnnotnJTd-^'""^^ clLpei See: 

said^^'^Ymi''^^^^ finished Dirk’s manuscripts,” Lewis 

If t want me here, sir.” ^ 

libran^1° bedroom, then to the 
frSE ‘^nying a candle 

L rh. ? ■ overflowed on to her hand, 

came up the stair from the empty banqueting-hall. 
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“"Where shall yea shea 3>*:ed. 

tl-e c ttaae Vt' ’:\v 3^:11 !r 

jrAil I can iret a Dntah servant in/' 

“Xct t"* the Hejue, tinar” 

“Xet 


ri€ 


R'," 


nee Cl**. 


Lven: 


QV 


sat a 'V:n c aativ* 


i.eais," she 


#.5-11"**'' T 

k.k 4 . 1 


: !a 


stranner to me. I d m.h h^ ■ 


vv Era iaec y e: m ” r t. a. he v, u- : ' n 

‘Hn mv heart, a lone t:::';e. ... It sc:ms n t 

. n ' ?» 

ai'v.iy? an oven. 

^-You w-3;:5dr/t tel! me:*’ 

-I woaldr/t tyh myWf/’^ 

Because he did not intend t*"" mo’rh t*;at evenm; 
had n :t remadt. t'''e fire in the r^r e. T" i w. k 
^ine frmn ;t, the peat as ar.m'’ k. : 
ti.e room was gro'mhnp c./id. Bat a hith: olj.ae s;"r 
a primrose tongue bliic-edged. and Juhe -tre*: h . * 
dnaers to it. ^ 

'‘You will be here, in Er.kvnd.n.h tiv^ujn y i c. 
in the Castled’ she said, seernina Lvpv re : 
thoueht. The light of the nre dowei up wrist an. 
her throat and cast deeo umvari shaivvs an he 


a face which, as Lewis 


:t rtcan to w- 



and secretive expression, like a fi that f hi- o at 
the approach of wind or darkness. As thvagh hy rtpe.^: no 
a lie she might persuade herself to believe ip s-ie 
^'He’s a stranger to me. I was a chili wdicn I married, ani 
—” But the lie would not serve and she let it fad in 
silence, drawing herself up in her chai'" leordrp L m n.ci 
backward, forcing herself to look into LevisY P:Ctn jn 
he bent down to kiss her, she encircled him with her arrns, 
whispering: “This isn’t the end for us, Lewis dear. Rignt 
or wrong, I can’t bear it now. Not yet. . . /’ 

His silence and his trembling assented.^ 

“For a little while after he comes we shall be parted. But 
afterwards,” she said, “in the spring, in the summer— 
She was struggling to speak lightly. Against her nature 
and mtuition she forced a hard carelessness upon herself, 
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as though by her husband’s coming nothing was of neces 
sity changed between them; but her defiance snapped in 
her like a tautened string; she knew, and had long Imown 
that the future held for her a challenge not to be averted by 
any contrivance—the inescapable challenge of self to self 
and she would not face it. Was she now saying farewelP 
A terror, wordless and almost without thought to give it 
form or substance, travelled upon her, like a hand over her 
body. She was emptied of the passion that an instant before 
had been reckless within her and, releasing Lewis, she sat 
still, like a lost animal. 









V 

THE BOND 

He has OTtsoared the sr.ti'tT f' f rJ:tht; 

Em"}' ar:d calurr.ny aad :;::e arE y da, 

AtJ u'^rest ’U'.r.h Tea . a % 

Can touch him not arm T'ctnre t 
From the contagion of the world’s slow stam 
He is secure. . . . 

Siiellfy: Adcnais. 


2S3 





CHAPTER OXE 

Sophie came in from the vtmc whir^ she >ai 

on watch for more than hah' cr; h.:’*r, t.j -.on era:.: nc: 

‘‘Here it isl Here s the car, J.;h., ith ram : ej ’ ij ...m 

Jiilie without aaswerina went out on t j 

the front door, where she f tuna I;er :n the: cni Tu.ue 

Pieter. 

The trees of the avenue ivere t.:-T,c thhr ‘ in a 
iHarch wind that had fresriened !r rnirc. cm. j - .j, 
which had partly bnisken "uuisc .m; mo tc.e ';u.oj..oe r. e 
r-o)f of the car, was innated Hht a n, : w u’^ " ’ * - 
sided, ^ ' 

It was somethiiig to watcii as the car drw.v rear, .ir.i 
julie gazed at it, pressinir her shirt down aohn^t ti'O 
swirling gusts. 

Jacob at the bottom of the steps opened the 6jot of toe 
car but no one came out. “Catdi hut ruod' Ih.cle Futer 
shouted, ‘dt will blow away/' and jThc . o^ud 
again from the rug a broad-bached on man at Ja^ joh .nie 
was leaning ipto the car. “Go and help the nurrcd' J.Euo 
heard her mother say, but she could m «t move, and indc. ei 
t!ie figure that emerged appeared to need h::Ie : Ep vr : 
Le unwilling to accept it. Unde Pieter .mid S ‘po.c beciu 
to speak in German and Ruperts voice answered therr — 
a voice which had the distant and mysterious furrdliarity 
of a scent that, suddenly re-encountered, EEs t!;e mind 
with unidentified memories. Xothing but tl.e \U)ice mas 
familiar; and the strangeness of the man fmm whom it 
proceeded—the shaggy whiteness of tiie moustache and 
the bared head, the bony palhr of the cheeiis, the twist of 
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•the body to the left, like the droop of a stiff 

-enough to stand erect—deepened Ae voice’s inr^ 
the past. 'Whben he had climbed the steps, he camim uf” 
releasing himself from the nurse, and wrenched at h' !f’ 
-that he might straighten it. Pain drew down the side 
■mouth My glove,” he said. “There'” and Jh 
nurse had taken his glove, he lifted TuhV^® K ^ 

■one hand and tried to stoop to theL ^ 

. she cried and moved forward half a n, 

f f tf but he held fast her handrv ’ 

fingers folded over them, and said in English- 
na«.al To hear yoo speak i,-te is „h” t ffamS 
■four years now I haven’t spoken yours-io, Send 
.onc^Juhe.” He checked hintself, dropped her 
Let me lean on you. I will not be heavy Let us go ?n ” 
He entered the hall with her, leaving the little arn.m 
|J-®PS ^s though he had forgotten it e> P on 

a°„“oS“ smIm.” 

'‘Always?’’ 

waited. She felt his arm stiffen 
YOU -hP. his body. “But tot" 
Ln J-KI^ f tfie words from him,'^“alive visible 

tangibl^to hear you—it’s like sunlight in a grave ” And 
isuddenly with greater ease: “Would you have— should 

ir .hr^dme”? '’“i? " 

rogaiWhri'd' o'r “oS^ToW^.tU"„t'ir- 

.ag».:'-|htidUM«l'::r^er ‘ ““ 

But Rupert-” 

‘WoorTf"^ ^™th. The truth. I’m not afraid of it.” 

•of conZ ne^lf ^'"bed, yes. And now, 

more and more-’’ 

••ItStteLLl"’' Ha Had away. 

1C matters not very much—the body ” ^ 

*her Hemmtg'^m\'° ‘be hall, the others following 
. e must go to his room and rest, they said. They spoke 













times she imadned ilmt bddni ids .y.;. v\d:dd* v.-rt 
certaimy paler than her h-saards ey is^dai I 
.knov/iedge of I’er dar. an, aojny in sdrin. " j V , - 
in the past she had m*fused him, on had yielJed an' nd'nad.y 
she had seemed to strike hdni in the L:e with a vddn, 
had not greatly cared; but to strike him now-— 

She met his eyes, ’irent near and sr foe t) him, Perhars 
he would not claini her* But she ^ th t : mtomr t 
his manner, his deep preoccapati n ’a ith her a. I uer , *i / ^ 
in any other way, was to be enwrapped in a di!:erent fear— 
an awe of sometiiing unknown and terrible. I-me - nn'mi t 
in a grave, lie iiad said: and she began to think ut mrn as 
one who had arisen from the grave and dmeovering 
in her, in her life, her being tangible., e\idenae uf ins 
resurrection. When he put his hand on he,r, t.i;e.re was no 
greed in the touch but an awfui faith vahich wvis cnnnrrr.ei 
by Ms finding that she was indeed no creature of his 
imagination, but flesh and blood. 

*‘Xow I will go to my room/' he said, ^‘and I will say 
good-night. I shall not come down againd^ A room had 
been prepared for Mm in the passage leading to the tower; 
it w^as witMn a few yards of Juie’s door, and leading out 
of it wzs another smaller room where his nurse would be 
within call. “You may sleep quietly to-niglity” he told the 
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coming. The nurse began to tell how he had had J 
attack last night in the Legation, “the first niahr T* 
with h.m," .he added, "an'd I kfew L.ffng'AVS' 
It isn t asthma, you see, Mevrouw, though it looks like it 

position of relief ’’ 

\Vhat did you mean,” Julie asked when the nurse came 

mean- he has no position of relief.?” And the nurse ex¬ 
plained that asthrnatics generally knew by experience of 
some position of the body that eased their sufferin<^ “bm 
-his, Je repeated, “isn’t asthma. It’s the lungs'^them- 
selves that choke him. And it is made worse because he 
can t use the great muscles of his back as asthmatics do 
when they re having their fight. His muscles are twisted 
and shot away and his spine is touched.” She looked at 
Julie, thinking: the girl’s heartless, she’ll stand anvthincr 

cried om because Julie had not 

cried out. Asthma may not be dangerous to life,” she 

“Do you mean he can’t live?” 

“One never says that.” 

“But you think it?” 

The nurse hunched her great shoulders. “He’s a queer 
patient, she said. “Was he always like that? Wh^ the 

to someo^ happening 

nofto ifif He don’t seem to care! 

ul°^ all he’s going through.” 

»w n •••«€« brave.” 

as if fw answered, “brave you can call it. It’s 

listinW ^^nif on—and he wasn’t 

now^H; fh-' ®®y be wants to be alone 

evening, before you go to bed, Mevrouw, 

you Will. go m, last thmg?” 

nofemef ^^® but could 

hesitated’ room, began to undress, 

ff?t?him ‘ ber shoes. She must 

go to turn now, as she was. 




Tin: ncnn 


Ht* v.as pr pr.u r ^ : / * ./ p a 

f r i /'}* ; -* :■ " * " ' 




Lis pilir/.Va. 

“Are you afraid of me, Joiie?'* 

*TvIy dear, of course Tr:; n- : .Lodd, \\\ \ ^ i v 
thirA tLa:?”’ 


“Yuu vrere alvrays a Lttle afraiT fito in die ri *T 
said, and lifted his touch frarn h.r. 

But she could not cease to trcuiMm T-r it m t’ e 
inner curve of her arm that Levo.s’s i:ar,J v .hi 
and her mind was suddenly intmmed i v :J. ..Lt ' f i.un 
The lamp on the table bef;rL her bt*:..Te a fmr%‘ r Li f 
radiarxe in her sight and the sheen t::e- mveriet 
sliding like a waterhdl into ti‘e La r’s “I cu'- 

move, I canh reach youL' Rupert vni* 5^.0!::a. “'Let v ’ur 
head come down to nieh* and she Luc^ju her hwia/iim 
thought, straining away from hin% came back to the dm- 
covery, which ran through her like the drag of a brier 
across her throat, that this kiss, the first he hzd given I;ee, 
was for him a miracle. He had stretched oit his hand ani 
touched the hem of a garment: lie had kissed her, wh was 
lifeless, and life itself had risen in him, shakimj idiu witii a 
sacred joy. She spoke to him, faitcring, empty, lying 
words, and he held her to him and kissed her breast^ani 
her knees and the palms of her hands, silently, alwavs 
silently, as though his salvation were in Ms contact with 
her. She was frightened by his silerxe and by the beads of 
sweat that the unregarded agony of movement had thrown 
up on the bones of his cheeks. Xot now, not now, not 
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to-night, she cried within her, but she coulfln^. , ^ 

ys imprisoned in his ecstasy, and if S Lrf 
Stop and lie down beside hS, would have 
began to loathe, as an assault the aentJpl ^7^^’ 
tion the blind humility of his love*^Her 
her bps. In an instant 4e won d hav^^nSef' ™ 

of cruelty to break his power over W . ^ i , 

But his movement ended On her 
heavily and she saw that he was 

little while he stirred aL s^S if 

ctying, my Julie. You must not cr^ AJ?X ’ iV” 

But already he was sleeping ^ -” 

tn his sleep, he w«.fil£ned by her a™l 

steadied; the fa Was sS e£I tt h'n" "”■“ »■* 

more. She had onlv to h^w if-^ ^I’.^tlows moved na 
from her breast. might not slip 

aiy ^summons. Thoughan^agraf ^ 

and a cord-like binding of hk Hi shoulder 

be had, in wakinf les®. If ^^'ete part of life, 

times, and he cried out The n?r° than at other 

When shaU I leam cof oP Whe if°nce. 
while he waiterfol hef-^ 
until it became part of pain’sf hySfm!^^ 

lyiug.^ When sh7 ketn heff f been 

answer, for his Dutch had been language he did not 
marriage, and while in nain W m^ bis 

when she used German f command it; but 

himself to reply, notwishif what he felt, he forced 
»f I’d gone to bed in a suit nFf alarm her by silence: “As 

oea in a suit of armour and it had contracted 
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!rrri w.:.; ::;e 

^T'-'''*Ti 1'^"' " T 

b^* the s^'t'tr.e>3 
it he yichJed 
n^eihethjr. or. the 
bcov; and to third 




t > }iHd to it m^rj than h^ i:r ^ v' * h " ' ^ 

n*inn water. In E e ra 3 t he r_i " h. * i : - ^n .:r 

land. Xow the ^^woer had ri-^rn b :: 

dtnp: swnctirnes it done it3 djrhne-^ ' e*- . . ' .n : he 

descried only nncd;ty in t” e c irhni'O B n h n 3 r ie 
—wasn’t it?—to rhn:t on tid> nnter. cn::n/:ts erb 
and now; to recognize it as a rxoL'-crr c. in n if i fe 
and, however its depths m'ght increase, :«> n nt stdh 
aware but unaffected. 

To compel his mind was nrt easy in the dud; jf m nninu» 
and he had to wrench himself cont:nn.hdy / .t of a desgem 
in which all effort seemed vain. With diiyhHht, JTie Vvill 
come, he said, but he found it bard to believe. lit ImJ sc^ 
often staved liimseif with imagining of her that there 
seemed now to be some trick in the thouglct of her hrin:^ 
asleep almost within call. She had sat last nijlit m^the 
edge of his bed; he had kissed her; but he could’ rcmemh'wr 
nothing of her going away. She had faded from him as his 
visions of her had always faded in the past. 

But morning came and she with it, carrtip/a a tray. 
“If you go to your breakfast,” she said to the nurse, *T 
will stay iiere,” and he told Julie that to see her with a 
tray in her hands had given him extraordinary^ pleasure; 
had endorsed her reality, dividing the present from the 
past. ‘’T never imagined you with a tray,” he added> 
smiling. “This is real.” 
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He tapped the silver with his finger-nail anri . 

She had not been listening, and he was about • 

to her that it was she, she herself, who had emerf^ed fm!" 
a visionary into a real existence, when he foSnd th^f 
explanation was useless and foolish. “What wpr^ 
thinking of?” he asked. 

“I was VTOndering what you would do all dav ” 
answered. l;ou could sit in some sheltered place in tl 

SS °'‘® 'f yoo f“i 

u what delight her use of 

word “w-e” had pierced him? It was recognition of a ul 
on which his courage and hope depended. One bv one 
during the last four years, his ambitions and faiths had 
been taken from him. Some he had outgrowm- some tS 
were substantial once had been made wraiths Tv ht 

suffering; many had been broken by death Even th 
passion that had swept him into war was spent. Lovalw 
stood, but It vvas an endurance now, not Tn exahafion- 
and when he thought of his country his Prus‘'!i < 
tts struggle against w-orld in arm^he feh ^’he tal 
watching the last act of a tragedy in which he himself had 
perished long ago. She only remained, a vital epitome 
transcending loss, an immortality beyond all the deaths 
within him. He could not tell her this, but he took he! 
hand saying: \ es, we will walk together, Julie ” and sh! 
looked at him, surpnsed, almost frightened that he should 
be so deeply moved by so light a promise. 







Often du-r.T R-jpcrt's .\.r:y v 5 .♦ ’ 

>!:e was >1:11 a Stranger to I;!> sacr^ts. ""a’ * 1 ’ ' 'Vf 

ri> profo’jnd rcsp-r^e to ‘Tori^ - r /w- f "'t J„:; 

-::e attached no rarticchar sionr; \r::.. I* \ *. /-‘C 

"nent, she t!:oncnt at :ir>t, rern/:: ’’en'* ' ‘ c: ^ 

been. It was a habit ani:rc Girrnws, a : r:n i w!.***”! 
to pretend that a woman ov, > php t i a d r r ^ - :*•' ^ - .(t* 

them the world, and Rnr.rt\hn: G-n . 
of the old school. But the truth, she rerctivi J, 7 . as deercr 
than this shallow eTplanation h o r.rril 

pretence underlying "kapf^t's ea. C: a; n ■'* .hi'h md'he 
to say that, being an invar’d and a man •he. 1 he 

was naturally made gbd by any kindness r.f Inrs. It nas 
not gratitude that moved \im,’not a six^ rrurds raLeetic 
dependpce: nor was it ^ove, as she hid f'rrnorlv uridTr 
stood his love, hlo niaii coulii De mo re .nUvWrdwnt than 
he. To all who came near Iiim in the Chide he was charm¬ 
ing and gentle and courteous, but iie was separated from 
them as though he and they inhabited dillerent planes of 
existence. In the same way, he was separated from the 
war. Though he asked for bulJetins and studied them rvith 
great maps pinned to a table, he made no comment and 
seemed to be engrossed in a liistorian s narratiwu not in a 
campaign that had power over his own destiny. Onlv 
from Julie was he not separated and, in his imagination, 
inseparable. 

When she went out to the place where he would sit and 
gaze over the lakes, he seemed scarcely to know that she 
had been absent from Mm. Was he londyr she asked. Had 
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she left him too long alone? “But vou are always here ” h 
apwered. “You are the lakes and^heir quietness- vou arS 
the sun and its warmth; you are the spring, and 
summer that’s coming. You are my last throw, mv TuHp 
on the table of this world. The past and the future a-e 
included in it.” 

“Your last throw? Why do you say that?” 

“But for you, I should play no more.” 

“You mean you would die? But why should you_” 

“No, my dear, I’m not trying to frighten you with the 
heroics of suicide,” he said, “though suicide'is a journev 
like another which reasonable men are entitled to make. 
I mean only that to all else but you I am already dead— 
or shall be when I am fully master of myself. I know that 
except in you, the world can give me nothing comparable 
with what I have lost, and a world that has nothing to crive 
has nothing to take away, I am a German and a landowner 
After this w-ar, my land may still be mine and hold its 
value—perhaps the only thing that will hold its value. 
_But the greater part of my wealth not in land will vanish 
if we are beaten. If I die, there will be nothing for you; the 
land will stay in my family; there will be nothing else, 
^d if I live—the whole tradition is gone, or so I believe 
In generations, we may build it up again. The Prussian 
ideal I'vill prevail at last because it is necessary to civiliza- 
non.^^But meanwhile He moved his hand towards 
her. “I shall see nothing of it. Only greed and indiscipline 
and selfishness and the throttling of the best by the many 
that is called democracy. Why should I share in it or have 
^y part in it? I believe in nothing but that it will some dav 
be,superseded,, when the world has learned at last what 
Fnissia tried to enforce too soon. I would work and fight 
against it if I had my strength and my friends were living., 
but I have none and they are dead. But you are alivci 
perhaps, my children and their children.” 
revenged on England.^” she said. 

^,To be revenged? O Julie, I have made nothing clear, 
it IS not of England or France or Germany I am thinking. 
IMot of this war or another; they are all put away from me,. 
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But of an arisn cncy <»*' n i E .t t" e 

C'linije ti" r’le, tj br^cd H: ^ 

n‘^-v;er cf tl:e ro" ar.n: '•o* ^ E L ! f-' •' 

cac?; other; t:.it;>a’EVr.'-' - o'*'* r Eh: j 

’XL* ne TvOeo OY t.;e:r b::: ^ ^veh-* 'if 

cr':Ji\itb<z dooj rnt roriEn. t .e ’■" rll nhl 'l j.:: t , * • - 

again. 

“Yoii rcTh’e d i hoots ir rno .t It.. t I T ' o*- 
srownh' he addod after a rao-e in i >*'o 

attentiocg^ m*.j nor locc. 1 i^n t y'** n t,** ^ ^ ‘ 

ever to fee! hatred .t anoe’* ao-hn Ro;i tj ro—' 

^'The ne'Yspaper."' 

‘'Xc, not the newspaper. . , , Yon owht tomO _ti ?” 

She sirdled. “Yon rw’er }ib:l rr; (jor* no w 

‘Trosc then. LetY hdvc a ho.k, a I no h *. t; 0 \ y . 
shall read to me when yon have time, iittle rv hi: o o 
it be Wiliielm hleister?’’' 

“But it isn't a good booh t' re«i ak oiY ho. ^h., 
“particularly to one wYo knoo/.o it as v: ; g /if v : m/ 
Fading to yourself you ovvYd p^ms c:cr Cf n, ! n 
if I am reading you wih sit there hstenir:/—— 

“To your voice, Julie, You dank understand. Y : -h 
never understand. You third: of eourr-eif ..s a af:i Mu* 
another gir!—perhaps more heautiful, tlEw:'—- ' iie 
broke oY; then continued vdth fanatical irnmiuhv. “d, n 
to me you are my life, my hald on hfe, rnv rt%n l for it. 
You hold ail that the world has sph'ei—lu u ’u\ t il :n tc 
cup of your hands.^That I should si: with you reside a 
great, still lake while you read Wilhelm Xhk\r, . . . 
Thinkj there will be new cofour on the water vdtii t'ven' 
chapter^ and for ever}" senterxe a little shifting cf t'le 
sky. ... I shall be still, listerJng; that is the c-cre i " sardty 
in the heart of madness—to listen and re strih But you 
are right/" he added in a changed voice, “Wtlhelrn RIeister 
is not the book. It is too German—in a way, too dose. 
Sopae books are absolute—absolute as art or absolute as 
philosophy. They are no more changed by the circiim- 
stances in which we read them than a lake Is changed by 
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Ae moving images of ourselves that we perceive in it Tt, 

The Odyssey! the Phaedo!” she exclaimed and wt,, 
he asked her why she had been astonished’she’ 
answer only that she had not been astonished t his hT ^ 
but that It had reminded her_ ^ ^ 

fh- that ring of wonder in your voice since" T 

think I have never heard it until now/’ he added muJnth 
I read he Odyssey when I was a child,” she saj 
It ^as that, I expect, the old memory.” 

Latin?’’ ^ ^ of 

answering that she had learned a 
Lted-^*"^’ trans- 

_ “Ah! I remember,” he said. “By the Englishman xvU 
was a prisoner here. Is he still in Enkendaai?” 

In Kerstholt’s cottage.” 

“Alone?” 

•Tte b/cL's:/'”"’ 

Juhe nodded “What you said just now—to be still 
hstenmg-that is what he is after, ile calls it the stllinei 

of an axis at the centre of a wheel ” 

"ot/LeV? * <*- 

*]How can he, Rupert?’’ 

^Because he and I are enemies?*’ 

^^You are officers at war.” 

, Itou mean, he would not meet me?** 

Anm J„l,e hesiated. “He wouldn’t refuse,” she said. 

I adnnt’X ■ ■ “d I are not enemies. 

scholar. He has a mind and a tradition.... You like him?” 

“Ask him to meet me then.” 
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Jiifie did not . i r : ’ H ; I . , . 

c •ttaoe:^ptTh:ip5, iiTac wvrc t j s‘i’:,rr ; p p; 

Tnr^v* %v::y it had ot'en irnr'-^'i’d * .p . 1" * 

::: ’\hat way, >eyor4d her t\riw *' o, d t w,. T < • , 
Rarert's iirweinincr of her, * ‘ ; 

“What hcck sriah I read t. v a: ' t . i, 'H 
bnre It from the libran'R* 

“He worked ir the iibrana d: Hht hu'" 

“Who?'^ 

Xarwitz sought for the name. ‘ ARO - Y -r ; w - 
letter—” ^ ‘ “ ^ 

“Yes, But his work there is hroh-helW 
She thought that he was listeriirar *hr the t"n, f T r 
voice: but he said: ‘T know the hO k—"'^'wa o* ^ r; 
the Eve. That is an absolute book. I read it in Viwnj 
before we were married. Read rac thatd’ 

“In German? There is no Gerrann trwslaf r htr- 
“In French then/’ he said. “Or in your own hmjur.je. 
Let it be to-morrow. And when I wake in the rauhn or if 
I can’t^ sleep, I shall say: To-morrow Julie ^r:li\4id 
Turgeniev to me, and 1 shall hear your voice and see vuur 
head bent over the paged' 





CHAPTER THREE 

morning Julie went down to the EnienHad 
office with the possibility, perhans the 
™nd of going >■“ 

AJlard or another walking up the hill to'.,., ^ 

Stof^' Jave gone with^him, and^Lhing tLla\S 
led to Kerstholt’s gate, turned into it; if she had met T e,? 
she might have said: “Rupert wants to sL vn,f^p 

the Castle and meet Mm ” "Rut i. }^ti. Come to 

IS “= 

place She felt tKtat iV ’ was in his accustomed 

SrthaS^.'“"^ and w5s;:r 

melicholy cam^to her Is‘tirt\''°lv 

comes in the^fgS m nh k of stringed music 

violins. Her owl mL K the 

peril, tossed in wak^fifl’ /*®®^t by intuitions of loss and 
LrloveandaneagemSstoliSlfilT^lf remembrances of 
of her. Looking up from sunagmmg 

'Was in oain- tlif Rupert. 

as m pain, the compression of his mouth was her erid- 
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er.ce; but his eyes v.i-r; :'.r\ „■, th-. ;y- , 

ye.--Jerei'.vheth-r it v, .s :r,i . i r E.,' . !' / .'.E 

r* -ijn.i.j t<E rcmtttin i /et fEg ^ 

IiJpt in ndmirat: r. ft;.:- -/n'-n' ” 

tlidf nnt fr-m ^ ^ 

o^liL sc^jfdtcd 

While conthnuin:: to rcii. sht vurJirci v. h'.’^. dod in 
whnt circimistnr.ces, she rr.^et Lin.- 

tiay that passed w nld jive t ^ *-l:E:r nnytt-ra. e " ^ 

an acl^ned erop*ta^:s uf intemcr inj sf ■'*’ •“ ' " •■' 

they met, should she exrlain tht.t h W ' 

would be no need of exr lanat:. r:. Lre - 
that not failure of her hA e, hat a or”W..: f " ‘ ywn"-^ 

withheld her, and that the desra ram rn .n 'h ^ w' " 
seemed natural and easy that‘she sroj h.. r -r- *e i • r To” 
in secret was fallen into her past. She rv.:nem, 'W hi ] w - 
po;\er of discoverina asreots of hEr-tn* " * A 1 

at nrst believe in but was afterwards c w^' , ' t'.^ * 0 “ 

cognize, and, laymaa doun the s’^e s.i:a: Ruotrt, 

how does one distinguish Oeti^c.n what t’ e mind V"er- 
ceives and what it creates: I rnean——Sf- Oia^d hum 
struggling to answer her and ra.^sed her hcau - w:tiv7in 
akrin. She sprang up; so terrible a dwor- had been 
worked in him that she, who knew reithimj of\ie 4 :h, 
supposed him to be dying. His face vas tvwweJ ani 
charged with blood as though there wem a o ru at nls 
throat; Ms eyes were swolleo and sturinj; tl;e mtercals 
between his breathing were so lone: that durmu it 
seemed impossible that he should ever bread e amum 
She would have ran for the nurse, but he stored ia-r hand 
held it, would not have her go, and wide t.,t utm.k en¬ 
dured he held her fast Through h:s - e saw 

the lake and the great drum of the tower end toe sky 
where no cloud moved; even when she was tn her knees 
beside him in helpless anguish, dhed witi: an obscure 
shame for the ease of her own body, tlie far.tasuc quietness 
of the scene lapped at the edges of her iriiriii as a stiil sea 
laps at a ship blazing. 

His breathing eased at last. He lay with head tlxrowB 
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back, drawing in the unspeakable luxury of breath and 
expelling it with little vibrant sighs. 

“You give me more strength than their remedies,” he 
said. “I didn’t know-” 

The abruptness with which he let fall her hand warned 
her that the release had not been voluntary. His finaers 
had lost their grip; his body had slackened and fallen loose- 
a pallor, stained at the lips and nostrils with dull purple’ 
grew in his face, and Julie, supporting him, began to cr\’ 
for help. She could not be heardnothing answered her 
but a puppy, yapping in the sunshine; nothing moved but 
the spiral smoke of a chimney-stack until by chance the 
nurse came down the veraiidah steps and began to throw 
pebbles to the puppy. Julie continued to cry out. The 
woman turned her head, stared, shaded her dazzled eyes 
and came lumbering across the gravel with the puppy 
dancing at her heels. 


For a night and the greater part of a day, Rupert lay 
in exhaustion, his features visited by the shrunken refine¬ 
ment and the tranquillity of death. The doctor, who 
knew him less well than the nurse, feared that he might 
die, but Rupert gazed up at him with a silent challentre 
that caused him to say when out of his patient’s hear¬ 
ing: “There’s death in his body, but he has life in his 
eyes.” 

“If he hadn’t something to live for,” the nurse answered, 
“he might be dead in an hour.” 

“And W'hat has he to Hve for? Precious little that I can 
see ” 

“His wife.” 

The doctor was coaxing the lock of a small bag that he 
had propped on the banisters. “Och! An affectionate 
couple then,” he said with a chuckle, and the nurse, be¬ 
ginning to explain, checked herself and shrugged her 
shoulders. Julie was walking towards them down lie pass- 
age. 

The doctor shook a playful, encouraging finger at her, 
wishing to show the nurse that he was at ease among these 
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13 \cti jvkkO%\\ It 5 , "k " ijitki 

:i;,Te than me/' 

i!c was d:scrr,certt:i whtn June an-' 
tnwv,” and f:-r h:s c^in con,-:h/.::n, n we h 
he patted her shoulder. 6i.e sr hd an I u rd .' 
the hedrenm. 

“Enulhdid’ he said, knouinuhn and the n 
a funnel of her lips and co:kiru*htr h/ud. ur 
with a hiss that cemnutted htr t :< n- uhinu. 
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When Rupert had pathered strenrth eru'uu’^ t- ;vc ’ 
bedroom and sit in the verar lah, he rt-mt ru" mi *' " "l ^ 

hshman. Xow that the attack is over. Juh; 'X;'' ^ R 

here, he thought. First we shih tFh of suh* th./'f 
no nationality; that will be easv en .uch, twh,— , ' '• 

h-ut when we begin to speak of the w,.r cr l *“ 

peoples—then we s:uli have cur wu.rk c :t' uu X- ." . ft,/? 

our tenipers—we are not savaues; hut 1 1 sp^.h: ^.r i luhd. 
to break down polite harriers, to no, as Xernmn ,^*00 E^c- 
!is:;mia*n, to the heart of our surject. 

He wondered what Alison was like; Julie, v h ’-e letters 
had a caricaturist s trick of sui:uest:::j*a h.wr*.?' in r .e 
extravagant phrase, had neveh described r.:m He v^mld 
ask her when she came* mearwhik, berme rr ness 

would tell him, and he opened his dps to a^k, I’ut. h ilErg 
at the twT) women, he hesitated; their silence w :s pleas,.rUer 
than their speech which, onxe beuun \w.dd n, t ta-^ ue 
chtwked. They were seated in wicker cruirs to his IvrJmd 
rignt. The elder had a frame of drawn-thread w -rk hire 
on her knee, but her needle had Icn^c been inactivt; sue 
ps gazing at the verandah railings with the dulled unstm 
ing eye of a passenger in a waiting-mem. The ycurumr 
had before her an open book of which six turned a plue 
now and then; once, Rupert thought, she turned .we puces 
without noticing it; she was not reading with ccntiruuinc 
interest—perhaps not reading at alL 
Only when Julie was not with Mm did Sophie come; 
only when Sophie came did the Baroness appear, inevitabie 
as a shadow. Now for the first time he perceived that there 
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was system and connected motive in their comint^ and vn 
mg. In his presence they were on guard over each otfo 
though they se dom exchanged a glance or a word- and 
looking suddenly into Sophie’s mind, he said- What i^i’ 
mat she wishes to tell me but dare not.? What is it that thp 
Baroness is determined that she shall not tell? He wondered 
if there was in Sophie a cabined unhappiness for which 
she sought relief, and though there was somethin? com* 
placent, almost exultant, in her manner that did not invite 
sympathy, he was sorry for her. When she and he were 
^one, she was talkative in vague, timid approaches =kirt 
mg the subject, whatever it was, that lay upon her’i^iind 
but when the Baroness appeared, she fell into a resigned 
and stubborn silence, sitting hunched in her chair, her Imees 
pressed together, a book balanced on them, her fingers 
plucking at it. The Baroness made no more than a forma! 
pretence of being occupied in her sewing. Sometimes she 
fP Sophie that she was thinking, 

look Hke?™^’ Enghshman 

The Englishman?” the Baroness answered as though 

she did not understand. ® 

But Sophie understood. Her slack body became animate. 
Her book closed on her finger. “Mr. Alison,” she said, “he 

IS—he IS—oh, dark and tall.’* 

What a spray of hatred sprang from those little words. 

aeiiberately commonplace! 

That tells me little,” he said and waited. 

She swallowed and wetted her tongue. “Have you ever 
seen those statues,” she went on, “those statues cut out 
of wood—French, fifteenth century? Flat cheeks, ridged 
bones, deep eyes in deep pits so that often you scarcely 
hands shut or open. A long neck, long 

‘‘And what?” 

“Brown, too—like wood,*’ she said. 

^Sophie! the Baroness put in. “Don’t be fantastic.... 
ordinary Englishman. A publisher of some 
sort. Why do you ask, Rupert?” 
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“I 5>.0"jld like to see him/' 

;;Ye3, yes.'; Sorr.ie crici. “Di hir., He'-l - - 

Ji:::e asiie:: 0:ni. ^::e srre^-e fr'.rn her -‘'-r** ' . 

slide to the c:r"oriTrH h: oni - ' ' - ' ' 

were such friends. Let since " wr;ti * ' T * ' ! 
cecn c.^iicr* hso^ as far ss 1 cn c/c, c* cn" * * 

The Baroness, tji, stirred in i rr or;'.-,* ■ > ^ 

natiirai. An Enolishrwan and a fi-rr.wri'.hhl 
it*s impossihie." 

“But he is in Eriiendaai?*' Rururt : 

*'He tvas iivinu in the Cw^h/r h r,j u * - 
in the library,” she replied vdtl jr L' ’ 'v" 

opening a long and didicuit nar’-a:i*"r. ‘ 1 h r - . 

you \Tere corning, he wen:—rerv ^ij,/dv. ?s - 

soon leave the ccttiice too. LlearnA he, jr •/ 
you. He is very preud, very Engush. if i' 

now- 

‘Tf Julie asked him he would c::me. Yen kruiv 'it 
w’onld!” Sophie exclaimed. 

The Baroness disregarded her. “Y u n. i ^ t 
Rupert. Xot quarrels and excitenierus. X, 1 1 h. -In n«-d 
of things best forgotten.” 

‘“But you would not object to his conhna:” 

“Object: Why, no. Certairdy not, hut——” 

^^“Eiia hates Mm,” SopMe cried. “Ehe''s afraid nf Mm. 

^ “Afraid? Who is afraid?” It was JuIieY voice behind 
Ms chair. He stretched out Ms hand to her. 

“I don't know, my dear,” he answered. “We were 
talking of Alison. Fm afraid your mother dot ink wish 
Hm to come here.” 

I have no kind of objection,” the Baroness replied in 
a tone of sweetened anger. “Whv should I Lave: F was 
thinking of you, Rupert. It will be imp ssTue fm veu to 

meet an Englishman who- 

“Is a student of Plato?” 

“Plato or no Plato, he’s your enemv.” Her tongue 
began to run away with her. “He knows as well a$ ycu^do 
that noWj after Ludendorff’s failure, it is only a question 
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for”you » "'“”® “““ 

"Is that 6nal, 

It is not the end,” he answered. “We shall ctn,,, i 
on to back the diplomatists and try to save face RnP'^ 
a mthtary sense it is final. No one^who has been ,alt L" 
Germany can doubt it.” He spoke with re^ulatini "i 
as though of some profound emotion LlonmW to't 
past.^ But am I for that reason to be shut off ffno? I* 
manr We may be of the more value to each other ’’ 
ne would come if you asked him/’ Sonhie • 

replied swiftly; “Yes ’l don’t 
thmk for a moment he’d refule. Shall I as4 him mother"’ 
Certainly, if Rupert wishes it.” 

knew^that the Baroness’s consent had been wmng 
froni her; he perceived the dry smile at the corners of 
Sophie s mouth; the tension between them was no/to b 
mistaken. Julie would explain to him; and when they had 
with_drawn-as they always withdreW wh^fshe found 
him he raised his eyebrows and asked: what was the 
mystery Myste^-.?” she said, and, when he told her how 
hfL Sophie had done battle, she shook her 

, saying that he must have imagined it. “Imagined'” 
he ™ed. “Didn’t you see Sophie’s face?” B„°, Julie 

How tar had we read before your attack.?” she asked 
sliding her fingers between the leaves; but when she had 

SXiuah found himself searching her expression 

had . suspected her of concealments, Ld she 

withThe th kffquieted him 
insit unn^°H$ naturally she would not wish to 

Leydens^ between her mother and the 

her sentence so abruptly 
that her eyes came up to him in protest and her lies re- 

SS S fofog—whatever it is—between your 

bophie—it s nothing serious.?” ^ 

1 Fey iiave aever liked each other ’’ 
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He nodded. ‘"'X-oddne fn-o 

von nnliepwE^ 

‘■Xtjtliini!.” 

‘■'iliat's ai; I v.T.."t‘-‘d tn k-'-O'Y 

She rr.■'vei her !h;e ahr-ir^h.- 
she were afraiJ th.a: tears 'vl :0 
returned, smSinj a v.—r, terd 
cenerous ardour c-f a s;r. vd;:'; 
srtii'e in its Ciia'uty ar,d sioriru 
P’j;s:\'e!y bcf.veen kers. As'if s; 
he tho’juhit- 



n' ’: 





“You are good to me, Ruoert.” 

“1 love you, my dear.’’ 

“So much? ... It must need the chiritv ot t'-.r a a- t~, 
love me as you do.” 

“Xo,’’ he answered, “my love is not at ;;h j h'ce 
Julie. It is the love of a ma.n' for a w^man. Th _^;V 

been an invalid, it is that stilL Otter i think.-Ve-' *-i'- 
time is near when I shall hold you and sce v" /.j.. 
to see you. And forget that bodies are ur )tc; t ue ^ 'Oei 
festering things. And have children—-.^-hj kr Bx-’’ 

She had released his hand. She was .-tgid bestde him, 
her teeth pressing her lip, her breath held. 

“That frightens vou?” he said. 

“No.” 


“But in that way you do not love me?” 

“Oh Rupert. . . . Perhaps it matters less than I think. 
And will change. Before,‘years ago, I was.n’c awake. I 

couldn’t be. Now-” She added with an aaonized 

eagerness in her voice, ruling herself, persuadin:: herself. 
“In the past, I know, though you were gentle and natient, 
sometimes I refused you. I will never refuse vou now. Do 
you understand, Rupert, that whatever I say, whatever I 
seem to fear, even if in some kind of madness I can't con¬ 
trol I seem to hesitate, shrink—I’m yours. .And it won’t 
be sacrifice or duty—never think that. I shall never wish 
to refuse you again. Be at peace, my dear; you shall 
have all the peace I can give. It is yours already. A'ours 
finally.” 
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But while she spoke, tears filled her eves inH K. 
flow down her cheeks, denying ail her ^vill ^ ^ 
Where is the place?” she said. “Let’s resH ” . t , 

stumbled into the scene in ^vhich Bersenyev descrir 
Insarov to Elena. When she had read a few sentencf"® 
single, uncontrollable sob took speech from her ^ 

Silent and ashamed. * 

“It shauhflhLTR”"^^’”/^^ managed to stammer out 

t Shall. It shall Rupert. I promise. Don^t despise me 

replied!^'^ despised you less or loved you more,” he 

For answer, she hid her face in her hanrl<! 
not weeping; her shoulders xvere still. Soon she tookS 
book again and, without looking up, began to read w-tr 
quietly at first, then with naturll h\4liS ^^^d-very 
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cay a.'tL'r 

on t'’) the r:: / ■ 
It lid ’■'•r: ,:r 
r:ne trees htyrnd «L:,; 
Viiit, iinO’ootine tohlele 
tor it t eo r»' 


p\:hcro:r:i 


Fr 


one eooe of 


01 r 


tt Kyrout Vfi, witli ins ^tr, tj tj > ^ 

like a ribbon of watered bik-i: fr^n: the 
lakes were visible, e!ejrn:nj awJ ::j the 
a^wide circuit cjvtr iujh crouni v j^hJ 
direction cf the Huis ten il ^01:7 

He cuose tii co out at iia-wr* or in toe etrm** *■ d 
to keep the house by dav f.r I n„e, -t e ' r 
come in the danime. Often, w'^-de readme :n” t- 
room, he imagined that she was on rnr ujv t > h” 
listened for her footsteps. But the silence c mUr'lr 
d:0 not come; and returcxing to his b* /r; nc \i > . I i 
in it and look up after manv hours to reebce wuf u 
even with a sense of betrayal and that f 1 
his mind had been emptied cf her. Fhr inuicus 
beauty would break in upon liim as tho^'ch J"*" ^ 
through a siknt house, but would recede at 
mill his own stillness. 

Sometimes all ^ his being was held in stress bv jiiHe^s 
silence and by his imas-inines of her life sen. rated from 
bs; sometimes^this tension of personal luncmc was super¬ 
seded by the higner tension of solitude, triat tuning ot the 
mind to perceptions beyond comiiioii range wiiiclii at 
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once terrible and full of deliVht 

for a little while their loves fnd fears ^nS” 

Once he wrote, asking news of her “V u- 
thought it would be,” sL answereJTn ^as I 
the postmark, not of Enkendaal, but of Rynm^ 
explain now. Wait until I can tell you ^ 

corne here, Levyis. But, my dearest dnn’r 
had repeated the comrianj and Sderldtelk"™*'' 
make eyerything clear soon ” H. 
etter m his hand and started un Tbn?,^K • t 
he would go to the Castle at once The nee^d^was falling, 
her wayering contradictions to some fiSlify 
mg peace, inflamed him. He set mft W I 
vanity of his own wrath annear^d ^ went, the 

and stood beside the Inl,-f« ^ ^ to him; he hesitated, 
of the CastE %hted windov^ 

anj7„f„i” “ >”'■«. 

hill behind°h£"ay 5fefr '’'f" »" 

They reminded him of the eS, 

often seen them throVh fh J had so 

tory, when all but he Lre sleeohir^n 

profound continuity between Perceived a 

present solitudes in tL cotter? 

in his pocket not Tulie’^ ^ touched a letter 

bered the letters that she had s, and he remem- 

began. Then and now written when his internment 

recalling him to the worid Mn'FSrh^Tdfed"’T'- 

itSl“d^?LX'c™,S oS-‘° 

hy him in his life “mu?d ''etthened 

haps beyond ali hope of Lov're ” “Ter- 

iinless voii asic thf'*’niifrvk f A»irs, Alison wrote, 

at once.” She was dehh Parole and come to England 
knew from fi^irL he h^f but Lewis 

of ten yearn was to he dnn ^ "'hat the work 

that it'w^as w^orth dn' His mother assumed 

s worth doing and that he wmuld do it; his 
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SICK distress tliut tiiouoh 
immortdiiv alive, seek alvoiys 
to corruptible action and eni 

of pride and desire to soaJ or aliu-e 
are thus divided into tivise '.vho would inCbCt^CVCX 
those who. in the name of action, are the C- lu'C 

so each man is divided atrJn^t InimV^ fcX.C - '' 

as well as of the spirit, and his desires'm-'i'C • 
ealeng him to betray his own citadel. 

His desires cry in his silences, Lewis repeated r.-men. 
benng with what heat he himself had set JC’irV.- he 
night. In the upper room of the cotta'^e IlI'- 1 ’(-‘‘cr C« 
Ijing on the floor, crumpled, as it had-^faLC;. ht 
hand. He picked it up and gazed at it under the Hr-p fed" 
thf Srd”h!d rf resentment nor hu.nger. it was asThoug.h 
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Owls hooted in the wood above the cottage. While first 
reading her letter, he had been aware neither of their 
melancholy complaint nor of the intervening silences 
Now the anger that had been a storm within him was an 
anger recorded in a tale and, spreading his books under 
the lamp, he was flooded with the joy of integrirv re¬ 
covered, the delight of one w'ho wakes from a thwarted 
dream into the power and freedom of daylight. 

So day by day he withdrew within the circles of con¬ 
sciousness towards the centre of his being, little disturbed 
even by the knowledge that the solitude of his present life 
could not endure. Nights of dreamless sleep were followed 
by the vigour of the morning, given always to new work 
for his history moved forward now, swift and smooth. Iii 
the afternoons he revised old pages, allowing an inteml 
of several days to pass between writing and revision; and 
in the evenings, among his books or on foot across the 
moors, he allowed other men’s genius or his own experi¬ 
ence to flow in upon him, not compelling himself to learn 
from them purposefully or in a way prescribed, but happy 
that they should teach him as they would, like wise 
travellers encountered fortunately who walked with him 
a little w'hile until their road parted from his. 

Beneath his happiness in this seclusion was the know¬ 
ledge and memory of a different bliss, present in his mind 
like the sound of a sea from which he was moving away; 
and as one w'ho dw'ells long inland remembers at last not 
tlie turbulence of waters, their fret and change, but only 
their rhythm, their everlasting force and splendour, so 
Hs thought of Julie was coloured always by those qualities 
in her that w'ere enduring and beautiful. The representa¬ 
tion of love as a movement through hunger towards 
satiety and indifference, he perceived now', in his own 
experience, to be false. It was possible to love in peace; 
to desire, and remember desire, without the jealousy of 
possession. 

f he thought of Julie rose continually within him, but 
as an endorsement of his tranquillity. Its w'armth was the 
warmth of the sun, a source of energy and natural delight, 
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x.EWiS DEAR, 

^Ri^pert ha? asked to see ya^:. I v/as afnii at ~ 
)t of him hot of seeio^yoo ajrJn, Ih^t Le ha? >n. In 
n h* * have I —now. 1 ih tch y o v, hv, s ni YIv. Fh'YIIe 
came* It is best that yrcu shcoIi/L' I m t;.* cv:\.vnt; o'^'Yh 
nnht I should say no more tiian—-ciene carncf 

]: i.!L 

He could think only that 5:1c ;nd been ;n th*h- D'om 
where he now st ^'d, that ! tr : ^nj h^J k/r *”r. the r.rnr 
he was touching:, xlfterwards she Ind a me dowT* the iTJve; 
Slope towards the gate, hiokina back, neri.*.-?, t? k Y YVi 
window above her, and had returned to hY hYsflnillY Y 
the first time he struggled for an imace of thw^'oln* I';o 
claimed and possessed lier, and evervtning before ki^ e\e? 
was agitated and transformed by toe struemto Even the 
wooden table had a bleak, angrr gleanu Sdenct mii :? YY 
rion became suddenly intolerable, and hk work s j dlYu-te-. 
fu! that, when he went upstairs and seated himwif at ids 
table, striving to pick up again tne thread of h:s a’*g iment, 
the quiet sentences he had written had a mocking souni 
in them as though they were not hds own but tl:e composi¬ 
tion of some satirical writer aping him. His pee idle 
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of the fort the wind would bluster in th^ ^^^/^.^parts 

and rip them from beneath his finger Th^^f 
now, he thought; the barbed wire^is‘dTJa/°^r® 
pies; but every evening the children nn 
bank turn to watch the toin as it Dasse« °PPos!te 
caps. Soot this room, also, will be emotv 
py to the Castle. When I returnT^7‘ ^ «“ mv 

I shall be entering a strano-f. to-night 

me, he added, raising his head already strange to 
would be if I went ba?k to it. ^ ^rt 









rf S’lirrr.tT, u>/ji h. . t. '/ i :,«->• ,«• 

ar i "r.'^vrt rt^r s., J." ; : ' i 

av* :y \; ‘*i r j-^:, fur s^;v *n t >* r- J ^ . * : - 

of Xatiirt ani >er sjrorb i^iitpor.Jtr. \‘ > r Ti ’ \ r!*' 

not a trircat or c. )r;tjn:pt"j 'os c\ a r-rj^ ! ) * , - ct”:; 

human hfe but a parern of vr'uit n::'^ rr*a^ * t b:- 

co!ue» Tc po intj the Castle arr.iris i .., *?t \ : A 
sunimons was, he knew, to aba*:ian a"" Ir au^'u iV ir'tv 
that was pred< )"js to him; bu* to a? b ^ck w i ’ e ^ " r ’ - 
from life in a pretence of trankeniinc :t, or . e; t 
forward. 

His heart quickened at the thcjcht thn. sc :: ! e and 
Julie \Toiilil he face to facta The iipbe of t:Tne v -Ai have 
taken away the ease of their assccierion ar v. .wh w^nild 
search the other with an almost serwual c an s j*"pr*bed 

a iittie embarrassed even^ by seeing in toe hcVi the onw 
pardon of an intimacy tha*” was alreadv becoming i remem¬ 
bered, rather than an actual, dcligri; and he/shaken bv 
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been the subtlest of his pleasSes^ ®t- tbis thought had 
miraculous element in the? love so^hat eiS”^* 
her passion, each rapture of her breath TL ^ evidence of 
to him a fresh wonder never finally credihl^°''^“^5’^® 
m his mind as a thing known andLcepted 
in him a sensation of brilliant imnAT- ^ ^’^'oked 

sessive and personal rifyht ^nri i-h not of pos- 

not physical jealousy of her husSd^ bm' 

pudiation of the being by whom ?n^r ° f ^ Profound re- 

assumed. The idea JZrjT oSwe^^!i'° 

possession, had never been f mrt nf v 

love; it had been of the eSeL^S 1 

tbs idea was excluded from if and nnw^^f together tbt 

person of Narwitz worked b LeSc ^ 

poison, calling up a succession of hrnt ^ 

so loathsomei him and comraL 

tion of bs mind that his ihr,,. kT natural organiza- 

spued them out as tL bod; afs rejected" them, 

instant bs conscbusness Ss hl° “ 

the shadow oTS 'tlL " t" ?l "“/f -?“-■? “Si 

memory, thrusting aside whai- of the first lake, his 

sented von Namil ro hlJ^ unendurable to it, pre¬ 
association, and his thonahf" ^ uame only, an idea without 
it as by some bdSerm^n? P^^I^d by 

In thiJ moment duriS whiJw'' fro® a dream. 

.\tdge7f SSr“’ Sw » theTaS/SiS 

‘‘Yes, I am Alison. toped to see you.” 

welcome you? It^is liard^f'^ forgive my not rising to 

ewis said m a low voice that he must not attempt to 






to 

in mv fact*:’ 


IS the q':t 
and Le',^.- 



‘h\o, nod' Xanvitz answered. "'Y-oo o.cre I r * Y.o att- 
in a \\i,iv one ii' os not refer'*t m 01^., *\ e *7. • **"# * 

as italic answer^ti; w nr qoesh r.. :t *s, so ‘i 

he et s> me oenoine vuloe to voorsahh" 

*' The question? I suppose I was uYuL:a mvsYf. Wotre 
on earth have I met trat man he*’ .wr*' Linh > *d. ' ^ ^ 
course we have never met; I know t:nit. Eut I foY* :■ ,;t 
tile few minutes we have spent toutther are—^re Ye : 
iitt!e island sticking up out of thewatwr, Yf'u se. ^n w w .. 
flradng on the surface and you say. There s an iY.ind, as 
if that were ail. Then you remember that iths onlv a fma- 
ment, the topmost peak exposed by chanctp of a Vast >e:i- 
mountain, perhaps of a range of mountains in tiw 

ocean deptiisV’ 

“"Or rooted in yourselfd' Xarwitz intermpted, throwing 
out a kcenl} interrogative giance. ‘"Perhaps what makes 
me seem deeply familiar to you is that we have one pro¬ 
found interest in common? isn't it so:'* 
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su,p.c.on. b„, N™-, expres^sion >vas gl," “jtf™* 
1 mean,” he added, "our desire so to coS ^ 
that we are mvuinerable within the world That h ^ 
tainly, a universal desire, but you and I are cnnL^’ r 
It, and that’s rare; it’s a link between ns 

“ Turgeniev’s sot e » 

lie added, after pausing to pick up from a 

ins side *e book that Julie was to read to him when sh^ 

skSfght.'’'’ it SI' 

‘‘Yes, I know it well.” 

‘‘In the opening—and there isn’t a lovelier opening to 
any story; it s the character of Insarov, when he comes 
that prevents it from being a masterpiece—in the opening’ 
when the two young men, the philosopher and the aS 
are lying in the shade of the liie tree on th^river-bS’ 
discussing ants and beetles and beauty and women and 
ove, do you remember how Bersenyev declares that 
happiness isn;t one of the words that unite rne^ The 
words that unite are Art, Country, Science, Freedom-so 
he says; it seems a strange choice to us, over-coloured with 
liberal optimism. Still, Bersenyev wa; young Th* 

AarTK^v' love, too is a word that uites-inot'the Io“ 
£crificed^“ Is self- 

That s a bad phrase,” Lewis mterrupted. 

as though he were tasting a wine. “Yes ” he adY 
m^ed, smudged. NTneteenth-century liberalism again- 

m“sP HI very well for Ger- 

Lewfs LfdSfcg “ Hm.” 
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Tur^-eniev writes his autobiography, or rather his explana- 
tion^of himself, his apologia, in a pnrase of Bersenyev s- 
*it seems to me that to put oneselt m the second place is 
the whole significance of life.’ When Turgeniev wrote 
that love was in the foreground of his thought; it was of 
Zc Bersenyev had been speaking; but Je saying is a 
universal one—or so I understand it, Narwitz added, 
razin- before him. Slowly he turned his eyes on Lewis 
£d awaited his answer. But Lewis could not answer at 
nnce He felt that he had been engaged in this dialogue 
before Ions ago—perhaps in his own rmnd™-and his 
reply ’when he spoke it, seemed to have been given him 
bTsome prompter whom he was powerless to disregard. 
^“It seems to me that to discover what to put before 
oneself, in the first place, is the whole problem of life, he 

®^“it seems so to you now. So it did to me-for years. 
But it is not a problem that any man is under compulsion 

“An artist has his answer, I suppose,” Lmvis continued, 
“and a saint. But most of us have none. We snatch at any 
answer that comes—Freedom, Country, and now, m 
Russia, Class. Is there any answer that endures except 

^'“Death is the answer,” Narwitz said. “No,” he added 
swiftly “not in the sense in which men say stopidly mat 
‘death ’is the answ'er to all things, meaning only that they 
are tired of thought. When we are young children we 
know nothing of death. Then we become aware of it, 
recognize it, fear it or conquer our fear of it, seeing it 
always objectively as sometmng outside ourselves, a final 
pit perhaps, or a pit we shall climb out of, as some believe, 
into another life. But there is another stage m the know¬ 
ledge of death. A man who ceases to regard it as something 
outode himself and, so to speak, draws it into his con¬ 
sciousness and assimilates the idea of it is conipletely 
changed. He is in all truth bom again. He sees himseli 
now in a second place absolutely—not relatively to some- 
thing else in the.first place. What occupies the first place 
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he mav or may not, learn some day, but that is not of 
preSS’ taportlnc. The arrogance, the delus.on that 
I have found it hardest to overcome,” he said, leaning 
owarl Lewis as though this aided his confession ‘ the 
£ al delusion is our belief that we are entitled to first place 
until we have discovered in our own experience something 
iha transcends us. So we set up idols, our country, our 
crSd our art, our beloved one, what you will and pour 
ail our spiritual possessions into the idol s lap. \\ e call that 
humiiitv or love—Turgeniev would call it self-sacrifice. 
iTept^to the gods we make out of our experience or 
dma^s we will not kneel down. But the true saint ^d 
Sib^opher,” Nar^vitz concluded in a tone not of assertion 
but of lon<ting, “is he who can knee without an image 
bSause he“se£ himself in a second place absolutely, and 
to S is an i-'vsnd necessity to him. Fate csnpo, touch 
such a man-or, rather, though it rend his mind and body, 

WhU? they£ti£ed, the breeze of the early morning 
returned. The still gleam of the lakes was changed into 
a Sailing ripple and Lewis felt the air move coolly on his 
forehead. ^Among the trees on the opposite bank, the 
domed roof of the pavilion was shimng m the sun, shining 
and occulting as the shadow 

and the little waterfall streamed in brilliant froth from 
under the darkness of the bridge. Life had never held a 
^.£r or more delicious quietness than at this moment. 
Lewis found that his mind moved strongly and at ease, as 
though he had been given new insight into whatever 
subi«:t they discussed; he had the same pleasure in argu¬ 
ment with Narwitz as an artist has in a drawing which 
SSpUfies and declares itself before him, flowing wiA 
such a rhythm of inward power as he has never perceived 
in any work of his. Even when speaking of lus history of 
Se Contemplative life, Lewis found that in Narwi^s 
presence he understood it more fully than m the p^t. 
“The difficulty.” he said, “is to make clear <tistinctmn 
between the inward stillness and balance^ which is the 
genuine purpose of contemplation and the indifference to 
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life or the fear of it which has manv of the outward ap¬ 
pearances of contemplation, but is the product of a lazy 

“The distinction is difficult/^ ^Narwitz replied, only 

because the genuine contemplative and the indifterent 
nr lazv man have certain superficial actions m common, 
,nd it is hard for us to distinguish between men except 
in terms of their actions. Ascetic forbearance may be 
a genuine discipline or a form of cowardice, and calm¬ 
ness in ioy or suffering is easily confused by an external 
oLerv^er with insensitiveness to them. So it happens that 
manv suppose contemplative stillness to be a of 

death or suicide. ‘The man isn’t alive, they say._ He has 
chosen to go down into the grave before his time. And of 
those who shut themselves away from the world and 
mortifv themselves, the saying is in part true. But shutting 
”^v is not essential to stillness. The supreme stillness is 
achieved in the open. We suffer and enjoy; we fight and 
love, win and lose; but, m the midst of it all, are sdll. Is 
that a contradiction in terms? How can a man who de¬ 
lights in victory^ and suffers in defeat yet be still? Can you, 
in vour history, make that paradox comprehensible? 

“I can think of a childish parallel \vith it that eve^one 
will understand,” Lewis answered with a smile. \Vhen 
we play a game, we love to win and hate to lose; we don t 
Stand aside in cold indifference but struggle passionately 
with every energy of body and mind; yet the struggle is 
unreal; another and deeper life continu^ independently 
of the game, and survives it and is not affected by it. ^ 

Narwitz answered with a chuckle that this was a 
English metaphor. None but ^ Englishman would at¬ 
tempt to explain the contemplative ideal m terns of sport 

“Socrates wouldn’t have hesitated if it had served his 

ourpose,” Lewis retorted. , i< j „ 

■ “You are right,” Narwitz said gravely, and you are a 

better scholar than I am.” 

“I am not a scholar among scholars. i,- u i . 

“That matters not very much if your scholars top helps 
you to give an idea to the world and saves you from the 
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folly of supposing that what is old is new We are working 
over very old ground, you and I, searching for treasure 
Lt was currency once but has long been buned and by 
most men is forgotten. The world has become so poor 
that its ancient treasures of the spirit are necessary to 
it It has formed a habit of thinking in groups, classes, 
TT^asses- and civilization is breaking down under the burden 
tTf that’error. It is an error because masses are contrary to 
Lture: thev are not bom, they do not die, they have no 
immoilality; the poetry of human experience does not 
apply to tSm. Birth and death are solitary; thought and 
illh are solitary; every final reality of a man s Me is his 
alone, incommunicable; as^soon as he ceases to be alone, 
he moves away from realities. And the more he is identi¬ 
fied with others, the farther he moves from truth. Lenin 
is aware of this. He knows that the nearer any human 
association is to spiritual solitude, the 
is to what he believes to be mass-tmth. Therefore the 
love of man for God or of man for woman is counter¬ 
revolutionary and he would destroy it. It can t be de¬ 
stroyed. When Lenin can merge two consciousnesses into 
one consciousness, when he can enable men to yield up 
their secrets which now they cannot communicate even 
to those they love, when he can break dowm the isolation 
of the human spirit, then he will succeed. Not unM then. 
Men can share their possessions but not themselves. That 
is the mystery and the power of love,” he said, his voice 
falling again into the tone of persond confession, it 
approaches more nearly than any other human cxpenenc 
to the impossible sharing of self. Like every other sup 
posed sharing, it is an unreality, but it is the suprerne im- 
rcality—the last that we recognise as ® ^ , 

part of your game, Alison; we play it with heart and soul, 
^ other gains and losses are poured into its loss or gam. 
K » Lerval of silence, be added: “I have not toed 
how to transcend it. If that too were 
for all my lessons, be like an apgry child who cannot 
distinguish between the unreal game that is oyer ^ th 
continuing reality?” And, having rested long m thought, 
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t-e said, ^vith his eyes on Lewis; ‘T don’t ;pow why I ask 
ne onestion I asK. of mYseit. _ 

-■°T£''^one of inthnacv and frankness in whach taese 

Tnt .one c . sooken made upon Lewis an. 

eorxlcaing wo-b overpowerfng that he did 

and was Pen unaware of any need to do so. He 
j r 16000*11,126(1 in Narwitz an, exce|jtion.«.i 

^^ank'fdnPb, but had remained, in some degree, 
“"'‘PLnfi observer of them, admiring but witn reserve, 
an ex.ema being able to discover an 

and asmng ppf;-pPr/eeiing of familiarity with this 
answer, v nen.^ - stran<jer. Now, with that abrupt 

^,,awhomhekne. which one’s thought.of 

like” to “I love,” a ttanstuon 

® wP‘L£s of her a new woman and of the world a new 

wkiCii niiiivCb^ ^ ■Lr-yb.. i-fArp a preat mail, here is 

ESeitttllkrcoM 

Vh thev had been spoken, a simplicity that had seemed 
which they had oeen j ^ Leaker’s heart, and he 

h the shame of one Iho receives dumbly, 
was hlled the affectionate confidence 

S?Xii?upon whom he has secretly worked some great 

Narwitz’s Strength was in his capacity to transcend 
Knk Xther ifgripped him now or lay in. wait for 
if h!’ wls not to bl pkied. As well pity the triumph of 
Across All values of the past were changed by being 

the proportion rf his 

Irt ’ armaments that would have been applicable if 
jlS husblnd had been a different man seeming now to 

^^“That°s°JuHef step!” Narwitz said, unable to turn far 
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and, leaning over her husband’s chair, placed her hands on 
his shoulders. She looked over his head towards Lewis and 
exclaimed: “So you have met, then! and waited. 

“In a sense, we have known each other a long tune, 
Nar^vitz answered as though he had power to look into 

^ Sh5 wmM not take the chair she was offered, but curled 
herself on the grass, plucking little shreds of green and 
scattering them idly on her white dress _ ^ 

“It’s good to see you again,” she said to Lewis. \ou 
have deserted us. I didn’t dare to come to you. I thought 
that when you were working—” The bantering untruth 
would not be completed, and though Lewis covered her 
hesitation with the first nonsense to enter his head they 
could not be at ease. Nanvitz, whose^habit was to speak 
his thought without ceremony, broke m upon them. 

“Do you know, Julie, that he and I have not spoken a 

word of the war?” 

“A good subject to avoid. 

“I don’t think so. Neither of us deliberately avoided it 
It was by chance we talked of other things. But we shall 
talk of it, and must, unless we are to shut away a great 
part of our minds from each other, like polite old ladies 

^^“ir^ ’talk of it,” Lewis said, “for heaven’s sake let it 
not be with ‘tolerance’. What we think, we say. 

But Julie was nervous of the subject and led them awa> 
from it. What she wanted to say to Lewis she did not 
know; chance and mood would decide that as they decided 
so much for her; but she wished to be alone with bim, and 
to find herself now within reach of his hand but dwided 
from him was to her an intolerable penance. It drove her, 
in an attempt to cloak her feelings, to conversation of a 
kind that she might have held among strangers, bhe was 
already in a highly nervous condition. An hour ago she 
had gone upstairs, rung for servants and given orders th^ 
Rupert’s bed was to be moved out of his westward room 
into her own great bedchamber in the tower. Standing 
by her dressing-table she had watched the alteration made, 
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forcing her mind to consideration of its detail—the avoid- 

" " M rlrfliio-hts the directioB of light falling from the 

SLloiTAfnigV,. she though.,^^ 

the nurse will be within call if she is needed. \\ Me 
Sltld was being wheeled into position she went mto her 
^slioom Sated herself af her datdchord “L.sten "• 
she called to the sert'ants through the open door m the 
^^Teli me can vou hear when 1 pia^r Ja, 
^iSrouw.” “Clearly?” “Oja, Mevrouw.” “That is good,” 
and she had returMd to the bedroom and had walked 
restlessly to and fro, refusing to allow her eyes to settle on 
the screen that concealed the door leading dorvn into the 
library. She had been impatient of the servants presence, 
of their clumsy movements and heavy breathing as they 
hied the furnfture. They went at last, looking over their 
fnfiHers and left her alone, her cheeks flaming, \\hat 
told cSof this change ie did not brow. At leas, 
Rupert should not believe that she separated herself from 

After sitting for a little while in her window-seat, for 
her limbs were shaking and she needed rest, she had gone 
down into the garden, thinking that she would find 

Rupert alone and wondering whether and in what manner 
she should tell him of the change she had made. To see 
Lewis had sent a freezing thrill through her body which 
checked and confused her. She had been able to overcome 
it only by running forward and saymg emptily: So you 

^"Nowftefri^g the grass at Rupert’s feet she saw him 
fold and unfold his fingers in the sun as though he were 
Slowing an invisible fabric to run betiveen them, and 
heard him say: “This is a day to be happy on. 

She jumped up and laughed and hld^not 

stooping suddenly, kissed him on the lips. She had not 
Mfo?e done this of her own will and knew not now why 
she did it, except that it seemed a part of the determination 
in which she had come from the tower into 
caught her hand, hut she could not ^ ^ 

drew away, laughing again to cover her 
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she did so and her eyes met Lewis’s, she knew that Rupert 
had intercepted their glance. And had perceived its 
significance? It was ridiculous to believe this; he had not 
a key to their minds. Suddenly she was possessed by an 
impulse to kneel down and hide her face in the rug cover¬ 
ing his knees and to tell him the truth. She imagined her¬ 
self behaving in this way and the contact of the woollen 
rug with her cheek. 

A clock over the stables began to strike and far away in 
the village a bell was ringing. 

‘T must go back to the cottage,” Lewis said. 

She watched him go. 

“Well,” she asked, “what do you think of my English¬ 
man?” 
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The Baron’s Hking for Narwitz had always been reluctant 
and a trifle surprised, for his wife had chosen Julie s 
husband and he distrusted all her judgements. He was, 
moreover, impatient of invalidism; people should live or 
die like animals, he said, and nothing m contemporary 
lesi'slation angered him more than its sentimental pre¬ 
servation of the unfit. “Run a farm on the same ^principle 
and you’d be bankrupt in a couple of years. In the 
application of his doctrine, he was pleased, with a smile, to 
be inconsistent, making an exception pf women, particu¬ 
larly of elderly women, who were entitled to be cosseted 
in armchairs and to remember, with him, their ^ 

for the illnesses of young girls, he didn t believe in them, 
marriage was his remedy; but because even young girls 
were feminine and therefore in his eyes privileged to have 
their follies winked at, he did not wish them to be humanely 
Sled when they fell sick; they were to be shut away and 
sent flowers and books until they were sane and present- 

^^BuUnvalidism in men, except in tenants of his who had 
the grace to die not of sickness but of old age, appeared to 
Hm as a contradiction of Nature. >\iry' and vigorous 
himself, with a light in his eye, a spring in his walk ^n^ 
a seat on a horse that young men might env') , recog¬ 
nized Rupert’s illness as a fact, and even the probability 
that he would not recover from it, without being able to 
overcome in himself a feehng of anger against worn 
features so often twisted by pain, the crooked walk, the 
single, emaciated hand. In spite of this, he liked Rupert 
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and often stood beside his chair, cautiously avoiding sight 
of that hand, and told him that he would soon be better. 

It was not a fruitful seed of conversation; never had there 
been an invalid less willing to talk of his health; and they 
passed on abruptly to speak of other things—of stock and 
crops never of politics. So often had he said, without 
believing it, that health would return with summer, that 
when the face became less grey, the movement more 
elastic, and even the skin of the fingers less brittle, it was 
easy for him to persuade himself that he had been a 
prophet. “Always said so,” he told Julie. “Getting fit is 
fust a question of making up your mind. You live if you 
want to live; die if you want to die.” She repeated this to 
Rupert, w'ho said: “It’s true.” j 

She knew that it was true of him, and the truth 
frightened her. By his will, by the working of unceasing 
miracles in his own body, he was establishing his hold on 
life because she had reappeared in it. In a month he 
suffered but one attack of asthma, after which, instead of 
lyinc^ like a man in a trance for twenty-four hours, he had 
rested two hours onlv, then had risen and, unaided, w^alked 
into the sunshine like a ghost. She was beginning to 
understand that his sensuous perceptions had little force 
except in association with her. When she was present or 
when, in her absence, he thought of her, the flowers had 
scent and the sky colour as they had not for him at any 
other time. He told her this; it was an amusing freakish- 
ness that he had obsert’-ed in himself: “You see, he said, 
thinking to please her, “even Nature’s your secant. 
And once, at the edge of the island in the upper lake to 
which he often asked her to take him, he made her stoop 
down and dip her bared arm in the water. “That’s worth 

living for,” he said. ^ 

If these things had been m him a refinement ot a 
passionate lover’s sensuality,^ she would have tyceived 
them as she knew how to receive like refinements in other 
men, quietening them with the ease of her glance or 
turning them aside with laughter. ^But they were m 
Rupert stages in his rediscovery of life itself. She couia 
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^ J, ^ * 

not interrupt them though she knew that they were leading 
demand which she could accept but never fuifil. To 
/'pnf all thing's from this man whom she did not love 
tpcame for her a passionate vocation. In concealing t e 
^ f le ^^no longer protecting herself. Neither pi^ 
nw fear nor remorse compelled her. To vnthhold herself 
Tom confession was part of her expiatory resolve. 

Oniv at night, as she lay in bed listening to the sound of 
I,' K across the room or, when he was unable to 
•^leeo Availing through stiff, enduring silences for Us next 
movement only thSn did she have relief from her ob- 
Teiion and allow her mind to drift aw^ay. It approached 
with timiditv', almost with disbelief, the rapture of he 
davs and ni^dits before his return. He had seemed then to 
and powerless to affect her illusion of encircle- 
^ m Now the^iovs of the past, which had seemed pro- 
SSi riS, absolve joys, «js.ed only as a 
to exoiation, and when she and Lewis were to 
gether, Rupert stood in their thoughte 7 

whose shadow their own love was changed. Changed, 
JdL cast down to earth; but not destroyed, she 
”^hf^Not dUtroved? What remained but their secret and 
^ooodfenden^ss towards each other in the sharing 
rf'llfSiirbSn looting and she clos.d them aga.». 
tL darkness. She curled her body between the sheets, 
achin<^ for a ghost, as she imagined old people 
L whom passion, but not the memory of it, was dead^ 
Then as Siough even this thought were a demal of the 
pledge she had now given herself, she 
Ld crossed the room to Rupert s side and kneeled there, 
sSiS^afthe gleam of his high forehead and the p.B of 

'■“iS morning he remembered that she had knelt beside 

him. 

His evening meal was always taken to him in the ^wer, 

and exSt oh rare occasions Julie dined with him. He sat 

and ^ ^ him on a low stool, 

STa^eVaHe^S a Sd-b=ll on it. When the meal 
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1 1,^ tVip bell and two servants, whom he 

was done she rang the beu, 

would not ha%e tbe roor 

SX'ofVe'tai candle; and saw that the wood-basket 
Jas full for though it was past the season ot hres, and m 
S’ani’ Sit not in Enkendaal, fuel was scarce, Julie would 
a few logs blazing when Rupert was sleep- 
LTto warch the flames was better than to stare into the 

o’clock the nurse came to prepare him for the 
settle him in his bed. Julie would go to her 
night ..tu , nutting on a silk wrap and 

„-room and undres^^^^^^^ clavichord, wait- 

“^l^Mrse^’withdrawal. When the woman was gone, 

'^fnert^ voice would call; “What are you going to play 
Rupert s. ° would play, sometimes by his 

to-night, Julie? and She wou 

choice, into the bedroom itself. “No, please 

r “Tto SdSrS to „o«s“;io™t”4 of the 
Scel^os; the m^kc that has been waiting in my 

SrSmlmof re cofSion, the music seeM to rise from 
MwhSe-to flow in from no human ongin; then, because 
see“ol the im.giustion ot yoVK" 
tKfs Ttiiiqic like a face out of a stream, and when the music 
SsSTdSlt She trill com. through dtst door. I shall 

“wSu'S'rSli^S ?„ Urbedroom she rrould ^ to 
him a Uttle rrhile, often in German for ^0 loyed her » 
sneak if then stoop over him and kiss him. He kissed her 
Hps and her hand.^“Some day,” he had ®^'d once, F 
a child—^at your breast,” and had cupped her ^ 

Ss hS as tough he held his fate. He would close In. 
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eves while she was stooping over him so ™ v~ 

be the last thing seen before he slept, and she, leaving him 
rigid and with eyelids compressed, would go from ca^naie 

from her music-room he 
w^not in his bed but seated in an embrasure looking out 
fn the lakes—the same embrasure la ^vhich she had 

awaitedLewis’s first coming. He turned his head to speak, 
and she knew instantly what he would have of her. A streak 
^soft terror like the fluttering of a moth s wings ran up 
ir snine curling over the backs of her upper arms She 
f It the air swing between her body and ner iiigntdress, 
Sd te“tfe Mds t.«t .0 quell .he prickled upnsmg 
S her flesh. Then, tilting her chin, she answered him, 
°e;tb a flourish of gaiety like the waving of a flower. She 
would pluck out fear from herself by a brutal wrench at 
Lr own thought. It’s nothing, it’s nothing, a ittle tmng 
ieSperedNvithin her. She would treat lightly as a 
ohvsical incident to be passed over and forgotteii. All her 
Efe S must be that, not suffered to become an extravagant 
martvrdom, and she mocked at herself as she sat beside 
himJor having allowed the word martyrdom to enter her 
minfl “Well she said as though she were reproving a 
SS^‘whvaVen\youinbed, Rupert?’’an^ 

Soved up flank and side, when he laid his mouth over hem 
and tried to hold her with one arrn behind her shoulders, 
she drew away, but not beyond his reach, concealing her 
reluctance in a blind, unwilled coquet^ that flooded her 
with self-contempt. Her cheeks burned and a pulse leapt 
in her throat. She knew that her beauty wp mfiained by 
tL burning of her cheeks. He drew back from her as 
though from a sudden light, gazing in bUnded wonder and 
awe; Aen, seizing her hand, pressed it against his face md 
spoke her name again and again m a low voice. Julie, my 
dearest my Julie, my beloved”—again and again, fluietty, 
in the receding voice of one withdrawing from her into the 

‘^F4°SdTay nothing but foolish broken 

because all that she could say was meaningless and without 
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power to check Snt 

leet and wrapped hib hM 

ing and imprisoning .^edge of him stooping over 

ness in her eyes never since his return- 

her, she became ™ , suddenly—had she said to him; 

never in my ^e, she add Y s^y 

‘«I love you- She would l^ook up^^^ 

those words. In assion and the reflected gentle¬ 
being made true by her oomp ^ untwine his hand, 

ness of his love lorherandshebe^an^^ 

believing speech upon her lips and waited. 

She could not. ^aAv p he interpreting her silence 

but she could say uo^i^g, ^ le^l her 

bv his own longing, t°°hbev nas^d f& screen across the 
from iSCsIruck it. It rocked bo. 

door to the library, he .. clipped it for an instant 

stood; she drew-in her J'P’"“PPing into the past, to 
with her teeth, her 

Lewis’s figure framed m , j? shadows upward over 
in his hand throwng j-emembered, when the heat had 
his eyes, ^^d to-day, sh ^valked with him across the 
gone from the air, , , .Qttaee and looked down on to 
plateau behmd Kerstho „ ^^Though they were silent 
the thickening mass of in their minds, 

on the edge erf .^^uTrT j^adn’t been married when we 
Suddenly she had said- ^ I ^adn^ if had been 

met, Lewis, or d he had 

killed—"’’■^^‘^^^'wviatever comes now comes to us with 

poorer than we are.’Whateve 

Lr eyes open ” child. They had not 

kissed her as he m^§ _ , be lovers. A tremor had sh^en 
kissed since they of desire-and she 

her— not of desire ^so Q^dering how it was that w-hat 

had reached up to his lip > , theirs no longer. And 

had once been theirs abun _ y ^g^is and 1 were left 

she had thought; If , could not be completed, 
face to face—a thought that ^ Rupert near her 

It rose cgai« m I;" ““ „S.oordt« fven his dc.tb 
and his power upon her, she unuersioo 
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,1,^ not recover the past; she and Lewis were changed, 
'^’wher they went on into the world apart or together 
' f ^rcapabie of looking into the future, she submitted 
f K ,tht to the pressure of the instant, seeing, as if they 
her tho Q _ ^ ^ breast raised and tautened by the curling 
Xr'a^m overter S, and, cuttmg the line of tij^br^j 
, “ of her hip and beyond the liip a naked foot, 

‘^Ted by ildlh. as by being dipped in water The 
"^mblin/awkwardness of his maimed approaches drew 
sturn_ ^ p crnile pitying but cruel in its pity, a smile 
^f wh?ch she was as much and as critically aware as an ex- 
1 ^herver of it would have been; and to banish it from 
temalobsmer t ^^^i^guish finally the cold, solitary 

fl^^rofSdNidhlTty thaAicked at her ife a wLip, she 
fhr^w her arm over Rupert’s shoulder and turned to him 
nuzzled her face into the hot pit of his throat, 
ri^^id in darkness, she could be still; an absolute 
auieted the tremors of her flesh; a whiteness, 
passi\ y of an opaque mist, stood between her 

Uke the fexSted but the blur and sparkle 

?the fast-closed^Uds of her eyes. But when Rupert 
f ^ pH no her head and the boundaries of her conscious- 
^°rilkd bac^ back in the fierce pamc of clouds 
hpfore a gale when his breath was on her cheek and his 

te" S sL knew suddenly that all her limbs wet. stiff. 

'■TSfhVurb2d?Lh lounged in s^^^ 

h„athinginandiWe.^»m^ 
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At last, from the edge of sleep, his hand was blindly 
extended towards her as though he would be assured that 
what he dreamed now was indeed the fulfilment, and not 
the repetitive mockery, of his dreams. She held his hand 
in hers and gazed at the canopy above her—a soaring 
wedc^e thrust into the shot pallor of the ceiling, a swer^nng 
bulk against the watery flicker of moonlight cast up by 
the lake; and hot tears, flowing back across her temples, 
grew cold and stiffened among the roots of her hair. 


The memories and consequences of that riight hung like 
a cloak upon her mind. She knew that she had failed and 
must ahvays fail. When Rupert became aware of the 
finality of the division between them, his intuition would 
lead him to its nature and cause. To accept his love and 
with her own forced responses to renew his patient ex¬ 
pectation was to add betrayal to betrayal. In his imagina¬ 
tion of her, he was still blind, but his eyes would be opened 
and he would see the pit to which she had led him, to 
which in dread and adoration, she was now leading him 
day by day. Every tenderness of hers, evei^ act of con¬ 
fidence or affection, seemed to her base and hypocritical, 
for he was inevitably her victim who received these out- 
w'ard signs as evidence of wEat was not and could never 
be. And to escape from this torment of conscience and 
from her desire to confess, she would go out on to Ae 
moors alone and walk until thought was deadened in her; 
then return and stoop over her husband and kiss him 

with tears in her eyes. , , ■ -u- 

During these days she refused Lewis s compamonship. 
He and Rupert spent many hours together; then she could 
see him, but not alone. She could listen to their conversa¬ 
tion, not pursuing the detail of it but yielding herself to 
its strength, its intimacy, its commanding freedom ^d 
impetus, and could feel with wonder and delight the 
pressure of circumstance that bound theni and her to- 
gether. But when the group broke up and Lewis, per¬ 
ceiving the new stress in her, begged her in ivords or mth 
silent pleading to share it with him, she could not. Wot 






CH. VI 


THE BOND 


333 


vet least of all with you-” They were divided from 

e-ch 'other and frozen, every communication suspended, 
and in each mind was the thought, known to the other, 
that thouc^h divided, they were bound as tney had never 
been in the past, secretly dependent as prisoners are who 
in their solitudes tap and tap on the separating wall. 

One morning, when he came to the Castle, he Drought 
Ramsdell with him, and, after luncheon Julie walked a 
little ahead of the others towards the boat-house with 

Ramsdell at her side. , , . , 

“Have you come back to the cottage for good? she 

asked. , j » 

“For as lone as I am wanted. 

“Lewis asked you to corne?. . . Fm glad. It s good that 
we should have you there.” 

“‘We’^” 

“Lewds and I,” and she put her arm in his. 

They crossed the little bridge bemeen the lakes and 
stood in silence on the opposite bank, looking across the 
water to the island and the tower. 

“What is it you are trying to say? she asked. 

“Things that can’t be said.” 

“But to me?” , , > • 

He put his hand on hers for a moment; then, breatung 

*^“It’s harder than you know, Julie. You see, though it 
doesn’t affect you one w'ay or the other, I m an interested 
party. But we can forget that or try to.... If ^ 

I shall say things I don’t want to say. You had better talk 
to me J Fm to be of any use. What do you want me to 

do?” . „ 

“Look after Lewis. 

said. '■You can’, help me. 

^°“NTto'ffi^^'rFSe’.l°hS'rt*d w make him come 

^"’'“Away from Enkendaal?” There was fear in her tone. 
“Away from you. Even more—away from your hus- 
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•< » -n onswpred “If Lewis hated him or was 

band, Ramsd , i^now our ground. But Narwitz 

jealous of him, we should ^owo^ 

has Lewis were just separated lovers hungry 

Kills; be ‘ 

"BSlrrSiKfl^vS--. s.e 

daepe^nd unclasped her hands. "It'a not easy to say, 
even to you— even to myselt.^ 

Ramsdellwaited. Goon, hesad 

“Tuiie my dear, say what you have to say. 
heaJt tha?watch the stifled look on your face while all 

•i’ieS.ly aUhrb.gS"ni»g,” she said. “I thought 
that ““ beeaSe lovers, after a little <■■»=*« loa^ 

loltog ind taUting- 
jS ”ein| 1th him; and I hnagined that when the t.nre 
came to part-^” 

'■‘■firladTiulie said. “So was he. • ■. • J^d yet 

SK Kur separate lives outside the nng-sonre day. 
Now we are caught in it. 

:;SKlh"sldng that puesuon of her^h 
“piion is dead-or asleep,” she said, speatinv »l.rfy 
aKSout bitterness “No, no, dead a»d brotem « 

now. . . 
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“Now the world has become real? The fate of Adam 
and Eve when they were driven out of Paradise, Ramsdeil 

raid “Not exceptional, Julie.” , ™ j i 

She smiled. “No. Not exceptional That doesn t mane 
it twier . And the odd thing is that the world hasn t 
become ■r;al yet. If it had, either we should have parted 
and put it all behind us, or we should be meeting secretly 
and leaving Rupert out of our thoughts, or we should be 
waiting for him to die, wanting him to die so that we could 
he toc^ether. But Rupert has become the most powerful in- 
fiLnce in my life-and in Lewis’s. What we are now we 
are because of him and what we becoine we shall become 
hecause of him. I can’t tell you why, but it is so. When 
vou know him, you’ll understand. 

'as, one loves a god. His love for me, his bodily love I mean, 
has a kind of terror in it for that reason; it is horrible to 
me because I worship him—because I worship him, do you 
understand?” She was brpthless. “I cant overcome that 
shrinking. I can’t. It’s a kind of paralysis—like a dream in 
which you’re turned to stone, no will, no power of move¬ 
ment, just helpless. And he thinks that it’s because he is 
maimed. He thinks, with a dreadful humility that s an 
agony to me, that he is repulsive. I don t know bow 

that i^ea in him. I can’t. I do everything. I- She turned 

her head away. 

“Is it a true idea?’ , ..t 

“That he is physically repulsive? No. 

“Truer than you will admit, Julie? , • 

*‘No! no!*’ She faced him, her eyes hard and shining. 
''Don’t you understand? I am far beyond that—pnng 
what happens to my body. All I care for is to let his im¬ 
agination of me fulfil itself. He has lost evei^hing else; 
eferjnhing he has ever loved or honoured or hoped for is 
poured into me. There’s nothing earthly left to but 
his idea of me. If I broke that, if he knew the truth, he d 
go mad. But he shan’t know. He has a power of seemg and 
Lderstanding everything, except that one thmg. He sees 
through a thousand shams and pretences; you can t lie to 
him- he has a light in him that shows him his own truth 
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through all lies. But not about Lewis and me. It’s a kind 
of protective blindness. He shall never know; neither 
through me nor through Lewis. 

“And Sophie?” Ramsdell said. , . - , , 

Julie flindied and gazed at the white figure above Ae 
waterfall. “She hasn’t the courage. She would have^mld 
him before now. She will shrink and shrink from it wnea- 
ever she looks into his face. . . . We must go back, she 
added. “I promised to take Rupert across to the isiand. 
^'Whv to the island?” 

“He likes to be there.” 

“Alone?” « 1 -j T r 

Thev had begun to walk down to the bridge. Julie 

stopped abruptly. “It’s only lately that he has wanted to 

go there.” 

She sLok her head. “No. He doesn’t need to escape. 
That’s the difference between him and Lew^. l^ewiss 
motive has always been escape—deep down. Rupert nas 
almost passed through that to a final stability. He doesn t 
need to be phvsically alone. He’s not eartnbound as we 

are except-’’ She broke off, perhaps in doubt of her own 

thought, perhaps in hesitation to express it. 

“Except in you, Julie?” 

“Then why the island? Does he let you stay with him 

row him there and leave him. Then fetch him again. 
“Often?” 

“Almost every day now.” . , , . 5 » 

“Jiave you ever offered to stay with him there. 

“Once,” she said. “He didn’t want me,” and she could 

^\amSell saw that she was trembling and gnpped her 
hand. “Tell me, Julie, what you are afraid ot? 

“I can’t tell you. I don’t know myself. There’s no reason 
in it.” And she repeated: “No reason; just vague teax. 
But he continued to hold her and at last she^said wit _ e 
impulse of thought new to her o%vn mind: What i saia 
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was untrue—about his thinking I shrank from him because 
he was maimed. It was true at first. He did think that. He 
doesn’t now. He’s feeling in his mind for the reason. And 
one dav, when I bring him back from the island, he will 
toow.” 

Narivitz felt his peril before he was aware of its nature, 
and when at last he knew that Julie was lost to him the 
knowledge seemed to be at once sudden and old. He was 
waikint^ towards the Castle from his chair by the lake, 
leanin<?on Lewis’s arm. “We shot our bolt last spring,” 
he was saying. “Since then the French reserves have been 
reoro-anized and Americans have been poured into France. 
Our^ummer offensives ...” and while he continued to 
speak of the war the knots of his deeper thought were un¬ 
ravelled. Julie’s shrinking from him when she was off her 
guard, her propitiatory gentleness when her will com¬ 
manded her, the strained reserve and the swift, yielding 
intimacies of her behaviour towards Alison—all these evi¬ 
dences and many others, which had long seemed contra¬ 
dictory and puzzling, were reconciled in his mind; and the 
truth came to him with indisputable authority as though 
an inner voice had spoken it. His fingers tightened on 
Lewis’s wrist and an agony like tongues of flame licked at 
his knee-caps and ran up the back of his head. His sudden 
understanding that the man whose wrist he held was Julie’s 
lover provoked in him no sort of revulsion; but he did not 
wish to look into Lewis’s face, for a curtain would have 
been lifted from its secret, its familiarity would have be¬ 
come unfamiliar, the dark intelligence of the eyes would 
be poisoned, and in its calm, which was the mirror of their 
friendship, wmuld appear the turbulence of fleshly images. 
He would not look into his face, nor anywhere but at the 
brown and grey and blue of the shining gravel and at the 
gleaming toes of his own boots that flashed and receded 
above it, for w'hen he lifted his eyes beyond this little circle 
of vision he w'ould encounter a world that had become 
barren with the barrenness of insanity—a despair full or 
the appearances of joy. 
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At the steps of the verandah, hearing voices above him, 
he %Ls compelled to look up. Van Leyden and his wife 
were propped againstthe railing; Sophie stood beside them 
S a basket of flowers on her hard, sallow arm and a pair 
f crLnr., hanvim^ by a cord from her wrist; and Juhe 
herself was on the'steps. She took his arm from Alison’s 
and crooked it in. her own. 

'^e ascent of the verandah 

me rest ” he said, when she would have led him indoors, 
Tnd seated in a wicker-chair, he gazed at the pairs ot eyes 
looking anxiously down upon him, gazed at them with 
curiosfty, wondering how it was that these peopL with 
Wm features and voices were unaware of having become 
Grotesques; and he saw before him the routine of this day, 
and of\ll the days that must follow it, as a series of dead 
SirieSes aping life and mocking it, leading to nothing 
S“Sn| and vdn "pe™-f 
^hut his eves. “My dear, are you ill? said Juiie s voice, 
and he beheld in iLgination the twist of her shouMers as 
she stooped over the body of a man lying in a chair. With 
what tenderness she had spoken! With what warmth of 
affection her hands enclosed his hand, rubbing it between 
her palms so that he could hear the movement of her flesh 
on his dry skin! He began to suppose that the knowledge 
which hS visited him as he came across the gt^^ ^ 
oart of a dream from w'hich he would awake, and once 
more he said within him, as he had said a thousand times 
during the years of fighting: Nothing 
remains- all that perishes is reborn in her. He openea 
his eyes’ reliant upon this faith, which was the rock of 
S Ini But his eyes showed him her beauty sterile o 
consolation. He was a child whose mother s breast w^ 
enmined with adders; he was the dead summonedJ 
resurrection whose saviour spat upon him and choked flim 
with cerements. His head fell over on its cheek and a long 
shudder contorted his body. So he 
odour of Sophie’s flowers, and screaming i 
soundlessly. 







CHAPTER SEVEN 

That evening there were guests at the Castle and Julie 
dined with them. Upstairs, Narwitz lay in bed, and near 
to him, at Julie’s small table, his nurse ate her meal. His 
eyes did not move from her, and when she asked him, with 
determined smile why he found her so interesting to¬ 
night he made no answ^er. To be stared at in this way she 
found embarrassing, until she understood that he was 
staring not at her, but at the place at table that she occupied. 
Then with professional curiosity she returned his gaze. 

When Julie entered the room his expression changed. 
He looked at her with surprise as though he had not ex¬ 
pected her to come or had imagined a different appearance 
in her, and the nurse, who had no great liking ^for young 
married women, particularly if they were the wives of her 
patients and rich enough to live at ease, nevertheless felt 
for Julie an obscure sympathy and spoke kindly to her, 
saying that she looked tired and that she must not be 
troubled for Mijnheer; he had been lying very quietly and 
there seemed to be no danger of an attack of asthma; the 
heat at noon must have been too much for him—no more 
than that. ‘*And now I will be leaving you, Mevrouw, if 
there’s no more I can do. I will look in again at ten.” 

When Julie advanced to Narwitz’s bedside and said that 
she had come up to play to him, a wave of uncontrollable 
emotion broke upon his mind—such emotion as had often 
tormented him when he was a child and a pleasure had 
been offered to him which, in ordinary circumstances, 
would have been a great pleasure, but was made intoIeraHe 
by its contrast wdth a wild mood of loneliness or despair. 
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He remembered that on the days before his returns to 
school his mother, who hated his school as he did, would 
spend the evening with him and allow him to choose their 
pastime. In the summer he would say, “Let’s walk in the 
garden,” and they would wander beyond the garden to the 
edge of the sweet-smelling wood and return by way of the 
fruit-garden, where he plucked apricots from a wall and 
munched them slowly in the dark. In winter, he would 
say, “Let’s sing together,” and would stand at her side 
while she played songs of his choosing; but the delight of 
each song was an agony to him, and it was a test of his 
courage to keep his voice clear, a test of his chivalry not 
to let his mother guess how his heart ached. Those songs, 
those apricots—their poisoned melody, their tragic taste! 
How ridiculously he had suffered then—but how deeply! 
No child of his should ever be made so raw by suffering 
that each touch of happiness was unbearable. 

He had made this resolve long ago and confirmed it a 
thousand times. Now he knew that he would have no child 
to whom he might show pity, and he looked at Julie as he 
might have looked at her if she had been dead. 

“What shall I play?” she asked. He tried to answer but 
could not. He wished to answ'er because he felt no enmity 
towards the girl at his bedside but only grief for the 
vanished being of whom she now represented the bodily 
shell, and he saw in the movement of her mouth that his 
silence frightened her. But to choose the music she was to 
play had become impossible for him and he was glad when 
she said: “Then I shall choose and you shall listen,” and 
turned away. 

There was a long silence. In her music-room she was 
undressing and letting down her hair. She had been 
accustomed, while she did this, to chatter to him through 
the open door. Now he heard only the waterfall until 
suddenly the melody of a trio of Mozart’s cancelled all 
life external to itself, framing imagination by its own 
fulfilments. 

When it was done, she called out: “Do you remember? 
and began at once to play again. For more than an hour 
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she playedj now on her piano, now on her clavichord; 
then retnrEed to his room, her face chiidishiy anxious and 
eac^er, desiring, he knew, nothing so much as assurance 
that, as in the past, her music had soothed him, made him 
happy and ''washed the dreams out of his sleep/' He 
remembered the spring evening on which she had first 
used this phrase, stooping over his pillow and moving her 
finders in his hair. "You are very gentle with me,'' he had 
answered, and now% when he made himself repeat the 
words, she looked searchingly at him as if she were half 
aware of listening to an echo. 

Next morning, when he awoke, he had slipped low in 
the bed. The old grip of an ingrowing armour was on his 
body and the nurse had to be summoned to help Julie lift 
him. All day and for many days afterwards pain con- 
tinued, until it appeared to him as a thing having life in 
itself, combative, wilful, unsleeping, a cruel enemy, and 
he be<yan to imagine, as he had in the past, that it had a 
hce and hands and observant eyes that pursued him. His 
agony was sharpened by knowledge that this pain, which 
might be said in loose phrase to have returned, had in 
truth never been absent from him; for a little while he had 
been its master, shutting against it the door of his inmost 
mind, wrhich now stood open, submitting him to invasion 
and recapture. 

He could resist no more. The sustained determination, 
which had enabled him to establish over himself a rule of 
conduct and spirit, sufficed now to control his conduct 
only. He would not confess that his sickness had increased; 
he would not speak to Lewis or to Julie of what he knew; 
he would cling to the outward forms of his association with 
them and of his life in Enkendaal But within him was 
anarchy. The spirit is ruled by expectations and memories, 
of which the first w^ere gone, the second unendurable. 

His defence being down, he lay open to every attack— 
above all to the torments of pleasure in a heart forbidden 
peace. As the sound of music, summoner of ghosts, had 
become the enforcement and cruel accent of his desola¬ 
tion, so were all his former delights of sense and thought 

M 
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changed to serpents about him; and beyond the range 
of his will—as though he were indeed possessed by a 
succuba, alien to his knowledge of himself—he burned 
w’ith perceptions of female shape and texture; desire, 
having ceased to spring naturally from personal love, 
assuming, in the mind’s pit, a vile anonymity of limb and 
muscle and mere attitude. Yet, when he might have taken 
Julie, for she would refuse him nothing, he felt that he 
w'as divided from her by a wall of glass; and by the same 
barrier he was cut off from different pleasures, even from 
the tranquillities of Nature and meditation. 

The sound of water, so long interwoven with a faith 
now perjured, was a perpetual remembrancer of loss; and 
from the warmth of the sun he would withdraw his hand 
sharply as though it had been dipped into an irrecoverable 

From his conversations with Lewis, which he bound 
himself to continue, reality was emptied out. It seemed, 
indeed, a kind of hypocrisy to debate the theory of con¬ 
templation after he had become incapable of practising it, 
and in the midst of argument, remembering that behind 
Lewis’s eyes was knowledge of his own secret, he became 
suddenly weary and fell into drifting silences, aware only 
of the pain eating his body and of the little patch of sight— 
the arm of a chair, the knot in a tree branch, a twig bobbing 
in the water—immediately before his eyes. This was his 
only relief—to confine consciousness to a gleam of varnish 
or the wet glistening of an inch of bark; to enlarge his 
thought was to stumble madly over a desert without limit 
in space or time; and to remember who he was and to what 
single folly of love he had confided his being tvas to be 
filled with shame for the failure of all his purposes. Against 
the orders of his doctor, he insisted that Julie should again 
and again row him to the island and leave him there. He 
wished for nothing but to be secret, hiding himself from 
the inquisition of memories, and 'when, in the late after¬ 
noons, he heard the low clack of rowlocks and the spray of 
approaching blades, he would come down to the island 
bank and, keeping his gaze fixed not on Julie but on the 
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slack plume of the bow wave, struggle to ask himself who 
it was that came for him in the boat. Who is she? he 
said reaching out towards an unattainable impersonality, 
and until she spoke, twisting her shoulders towards him 
and allowing the shimmer of the w-ater to flow^ upon her 
throat and breast, he could hover on the edge of delusion. 
“4re YOU ready?” she would ask and, leaning on her oars, 
exclaim softly:" “Don’t move, Rupert. Listen.” Her oars 
ceased to drip; the ripple at the bows flattened and shone; 
time waited, mild and golden. 

Lewis w^as aware of the change in Narwitz and had little 
doubt of its cause, but he did not speak of it to Julie. She 
was clinging still to her hope that the past would be 
swallowed up. She would not look beyond the saying of 
her husband’s body, which she had set up as a limiting 
symbol of her task, deadening thought and setting bounds 
to her imagination by nursing him, playing to hiin, making 
herself more and more a slave of his infirmities. That 
she had already failed in her struggle, Lewis could not 
bring himself to tell her. She would know and suffer soon 

^"Meanwhile, during the last weeks of August, Narwitz’s 
guarded knowledge hung over all their lives. He behaved 
towards Julie with a mingling of tenderness and pity and 
curiosity that made Lewis turn his face away and, when 
he could, move out of earshot; for this w'as the tragic 
curiosity with which a man might observe on the stage 
an actress’s representation of a woman he had loved, 
marvelling at the outw^ard vitality and resemblance, 
stricken by the lack of inward likeness, perceived by him 
only. The same look of incredulous investigation Lewis 
found turned upon himself. Narwitz did not regard him 
with bitterness or reproach, but as a naan might regard 
his friend whom fate had chosen as the instrument of his 
destruction. On the surface was the same gentleness and 
patience, the same rule against pain, the same heroic 
reticence by which Narwitz had always been distinguished; 
but the spiritual passion which had made him seem godlike 
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and invulnerable was gone. He was haunted; and some¬ 
times in the evening, when he returned from the island, 
he wore an expression of loss and despair, as though, look¬ 
ing down into the waters of his own soul, he had found 
there no substance and no image. _ 

Jiilic became more a.nci more afraid of liis \isits to the 
island, and would inv^ent arguments to keep him in the 
aarden on the verandah, in the library—anywhere but in 
Sie encirclement of the dark trees and the lapping water. 
On an afternoon of early September she pleaded the ex¬ 
treme heat of the day and the approach of a thunderstorm. 
The island was dangerous, she said; he would be wet 
through before she could reach him; the trees drew light- 
nin^ down; only within the thick walls of the library might 
he be cool and'safe. Her words came from her in nervous 
disorder. She could not choose them or govern their stress; 
she cared only that he should not go away into the solitude 
that had become terrible in her imagination. He looked 
at her as though she were a child whom he wished to 
humour; then, wdth a smile at the corners of his lips, 
consented. He and she and Lewis went together into the 

library. , ,i • 

Day after day for nearly a week the sun had blazed m an 
unclouded and windless sky. This morning it had become 
a honey-coloured disc seen through a shroud of thickening 
atmosphere; the heat had dampened and increased; little 
fierce gusts follow^ed hy an expectant stillness had set the 
trees hissing and had shaken the surface of the lakes; the 
air had been alive with flying insects. Now the library was 
filled by the white glare that awaits the sudden darkness 
of storm, but the storm did not break and the heat 

continued. _ , ■ i u 

Seated on a stool, with her body pressed against the cold 
wall, Julie listened to the men’s voices. This triple associa¬ 
tion, which had once seemed to her beautiful and nfiracu- 
bus and flowering, was dying nowas certainlyas a poisoned 
flower. She was lonely and afraid. She was filled with m 
aching desire to tell Rupert the truth, to tell him now, in 
Lewis’s presence, so that their frozen relationship might 
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become fluid again and life, however bitter, return to her. 
But she remained in the shadow, her eyes moving now and 
then from one to the other of the two faces above her. One 
man she loved as a god who in his mind had created her 
and whom she had betrayed; the other with a profound, 
mourniBSi sterile tenderness as one loves the irrevocabk 
dead. From each she was finally separated; to each eternally 
bound. She gazed at Levds’s eyes, deeply set above hard 
cheeks made'^an.gular by the fall of light, at his lips which 
ionu vdoen he was sleeping beside her, she had touched 
with her fingers that she might feel the shape that the 
darkness partly concealed from her, and at his hand, Iving 
spread upon Ills knee, which had once been the core of her 
desire. Wbs she finally separated from him? The neutrality 
of her senses, the power she now had to examine and to 
ask, fell upon her mind like a blight, and turning away 
from the beloved features, as she might have turned, in 
the exhaustion of barren love, from contemplation of the 
dead, she looked out at the staring sky, her ribs thrust 
against the stone. 

"x4nd when there came up from the village the ringing 
of the church bell, the sound seemed at first to be falling 
to her out of the metallic sky; she received no meaning 
from it. Then she stiffened, sat erect, her head raised, 
listening. The ringing was even and regular; there was 
persistence but no urgency in the beat. 

“What is it?'' 

“A fire in the woods," she said. “Listen. There’ll be a 
break in the ringing soon. Then single strokes, slowly, to 
tell the direction," and, the single strokes beginning as 
she spoke, she counted them. “One—North;^ two—North- 
East; three—East." There W'as a brief interval. The 
continuous ringing began again. 

“That's the virtue of the Dutch," Rupert said. “Even 
their alarm bells haven't the panic of alarm. Nothing 
excites them." 

“Three—East," Julie repeated. “In the woods between 
here and the Huis ten Borgh. . . . Lewis, you and I ought 
to go. Uncle Pieter expects the whole countryside to go.. *. 
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Well tell the nurse that youVe alone here, Rupert. Or 
shall I stay?” 

‘‘No,” he said, ‘‘go, both of you. And don’t tell the 
nurse.” 

“She must be told.” 

He moved his hand. “Very well, then. If she must.” 






CHAPTER EIGHT 

Outside the Castle the air stirred^ warm and soft, against 
their faces, not in distinguishable gusts, but as though the 
whole atmosphere were rocking a little to and fro. No single 
tree moved perceptibly, but now and then a shudder of 
autumnal yellow passed through the greenness of the high 
wood as the edges of innumerable leaves were curled up¬ 
ward into the light; and on the surface of the water beady 
patches formed and vanished as though a giant w^ere breath¬ 
ing on his shield. 

In the sky, cloudless but opaque, the sun was embedded, 
its rays seeming to spurt out upon, the earth as from a 
molten pit. Beneath its influence the dry heather of the 
moor and the late gorse close to the ground received a silken 
gloss. Eveiy^ rounded stone was magnified by the violence 
of its own shadows and each chip of pebble that held a 
facet skyward cast up a piercing splinter of light. Though 
her shade was thrown in front of her, Julie walked with 
her eyes narrowed, listening to the slip and crackle of the 
turf under her feet. 

“If the fire is far away,” she said, “Goofs people from 
the Huis ten Borgh will be there before ours.” 

They talked for a few minutes of the fire, then fell 
into silence. Ahead of them was Kerstholt, both his legs 
hanging loose on the on-side of his shambling pony, with 
pick and shovel and axe clutched to him, and Ramsdell, 
now walking, now trotting, near at hand. The Baron and 
Allard, mounted, wfith four others, passed them, the .Baron 
turning in his saddle to wave to Julie and again to shout 
to Kerstholt, who raised his hand in acknowledgement and 
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let his teeth gleam in the sun. Across the low undulations 
of the moor, figures in blue smocks, some on ponies, some 
carrying tools, some with children at their heels, appeared, 
va.nished and reappeared. 

Long silences shared with Lewis steadied and comforted 
Julie as words could not have done. Their companionship 
before they had become lovers floated into her memory, a 
strange companionship in which she had often teased and 
provoked him, partly in mischief and partly, though she 
had not known it, in defence. He arose from the past as 
he had then seemed to her, and such was her power of 
accepting illusion that she began to lose herself in the past 
and to recover, as though they now came to her for the first 
time, ideas and hopes and misgivings which had been hers 
more than two years ago; to recover and to experience them 
afresh, to perceive as delicious uncertainties questions to 
which, in fact, the answer was declared. Her mind was 
lightened—perhaps for no more than a fragment of a second 
—of its present burdens, and recaptured the brilliance, the 
seemingly inviolable isolation, of her first joys—her joy in 
his freedom and in her own, her rapturous sense of transla¬ 
tion to a world in which time and consequence were with¬ 
out effect, there being no inhabitants of it but he and she. 

Not venturing to look at him, she took his hand, think¬ 
ing: Whatever comes, that ecstasy can never be again; and 
they walked on hand in hand until a rise of the ground 
brought them within sight of a group of woodmen who 
were resting their tools and mopping the sweat from brow 
and throat. 

During their walk there had hung in the sky before 
them, alternately revealed and hidden by folds in the 
moors, tufts of smoke like grey wool which appeared not 
to move and to change shape but slowly. Now, as they 
paused on high ground, they saw that this cloud had be¬ 
come paler and was drifting away in thin, trailing wisps. 
"*The filers under,” Lewis said, but they w^ent forward for 
.another, couple of miles until they met the Baron returning. 
“No great damage,” he cried and rode on, beckoning them 
to turn and pointing to the w^estern .sky w%ere the storm. 
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so long expected had brought up its forces at last. The sun 
was swallowed in its pit; sullen clouds, ridged here and 
there with an angry yellow froth, were growing downward 
upon the earth, and beneatn triem the rnoor had sprung 
into a hard-edged iliurnination against which each shoulder 
of ground, each hastening figure, each tree and copse stood 
up as though clipped from iron. 

“There’s a chance it won’t last,” Lewis said. “Let’s 
make for that wood.” 

Before they reached the wood, heavy drops had begun 
to fail and soon tbe rain was bissing among the branches 
above them. They found a hut set up last year by woodmen 
who had felled a neighbouring copse; it still had value as 
a shelter but was dark and so low-roofed that they could 
not stand upright in it. They crouched silently, listening 
to the rain. The temperature had changed suddenly as 
though heat were being sucked out of the air. Wherever 
the rain penetrated, the pine-needles and the undergrowth 
threw up a thin steam. 

“I suppose it’s useless to stay here,” Julie said. “Shall 
we go on through it?” 

He did not answ^er, but took off his jacket and wrapped 
it about her shoulders, his action saying plainly that he 
wished her to stay with him, and she acquiesced, glad 
that they should be together and that the pressure of her 
anxieties should be lifted if only for a little while by the 
chance which held them in the ribbed gloom of this 
hut. 

“I don’t want to move,” she said. “The rain is a curtain 
that shuts everything out. I should like this minute to go 
on and on. Never to have to go back.” 

“Are you afraid, Julie?” 

“Tired,” she answered, “of fighting and deceiving. If he 
had been a different man, or had thought differently of me, 
it would have been bearable to deceive—and to undeceive 
him. As it is . . .” She interlaced her fingers and for a 
moment pressed the backs of them against her forehead, 
closing her eyes as though her head were aching. “I am 
failing,” she continued. “I know that. I don’t know why. 
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When,he came and I saw who he was and what he was, I 
was afraid. He was so different from anything I had im¬ 
agined. He made what I had done seem terrible. His life 
stood up suddenly between yours and mine, like a moun¬ 
tain risen out of the earth. That frightened me first—losing 
you. And the suspense of secrecy frightened me. Mother 
knew; Sophie knew; and, worst of all, when we met—you 
and I—there w^as this concealment freezing us. And nothing 
of what was in the minds of us four was ever spoken of. It 
made all life like an animal waiting to spring. . . . And I 
wanted to make good, Lewis—to him, I mean. Something 
in me*’— she looked at hi,m, shy before the word that was 
in her mind—“my salvation depended on it, my integrity.” 
She paused again, listening to the patter and hiss of the 
wood. “And, after a little while,” she said, “something in 
him made me cease to be afraid. Everything seemed pos¬ 
sible—except that I should ever love him fully, as he wished 
to be loved. Everything else seemed possible. And he be¬ 
came happie,r, stronger. He suffered, but he passed through 
suffering as one passes through rain. Now, he’s changed. 
In som,e dreadful way, he’s breaking up. It’s not just that 
he has more pain but that pain affects him more. The news 
from Germany and from the front—he reads it now with 
a kind of bitter despair. He had written off his losses; he is 
counting them again. You, too, know that, Lewis.” 

“I know he is changed,” Lewis answered, “but whether 
he is breaking up or will become more than he has ever 
been, I don’t yet know.” 

“Why do you say that?” she asked, and, her thought 
d.rifting away from her own question, she added suddenly 
in. a low, agitated voice: “What I am afraid of is that he 
may kill himself. Fm sure it’s in his mind, Lewis. He 
endures; he doesn’t complain; he has an outward calm, 
still; but his tranquillity is gone. Always I a,m afraid that 
. there’ll be no answer when I go out to the island in the 
boat. At night, when he lies awake, sometimes I speak to 
him; he doesn’t answ^er. He’s like a prisoner lying in 
chains, waiting.” 

“But he will not kill himself,” Lewis said. 
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Her breath was quickened. ''Once he said to me that 
it was a way a man was entitled to taked^ 

‘Tut he will not take it,” Lewis replied. "He has out¬ 
grown violence, even to himself.” 

^ She looked at him as though his refusal to be persuaded 
to her own terror of suicide were a harshness against her. 
For an instant he asked himself: Did she desire Xarwitz's 
death? Was her fear of suicide a means of cloaking that 
desire, of protecting herself from it? 

“Julie/' he said, "if Narwitz were dead—what then?” 

“Don't you understand?” she answered. “I should have 
killed him. . . . We should have killed him.” She clasped 
her hands in front of her and stared through the opening 
in the hut at the trunk of a pine tree that was creaking 
and whining in the upper wind, and Lewis perceived that 
the idea of Narwitz's death hung over her like a sentence 
of death upon herself. Her arms were stiffened and her 
shoulders weighted by the terror of an^ unendurable 
finality. "When we loved each other,” she said, "we didn't 
know, Lewis. We didn't know what we were doing. And 
the joy we had then is turning into thirty pieces of silver.” 
The hysterical violence, the ugly theatricalism of that 
phrase filled her with shame as soon as she had spoken it, 
and she threw up her head, her lips hardened and her 
cheeks twitching under tearless eyes. Then, the tension in 
her breaking, she sighed and sat back on her heels like a 
desperate, unhappy child, and stretched out her hand. 

“Lewis, what are we to do? What can we do? If he finds 
out the truth now, he will kill himself.” 

Again, again this obsessed fear of physical death, Lewis 
thought, this jealous clinging to it! And, casting about in 
his mind for words to comfort her, he understood that her 
fear of Narwitz's death was forced upon her by another 
and greater fear that her imagination dared not encompass. 
She was speaking, in terms of the body, of the death of the 

He held her hand fast in his own and said: "I think he 

knows the truth, Julie.” i , ,, t tj 

Her fimgers jerked in his grasp but he held them. Her 
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eyes widened, her lips parted, the colour ebbed from her 
face. 

'‘He can’t know,” she said, and repeated it slowly 
and softly. “He can’t know.” Then, in a flood of words 
like the beating of fists against a door suddenly closed: 
“He can’t. He can’t, Lewis. Why do you say that? If he 
knew, he wmuld have spoken to me. He would have been 
angry. He’d have been wild and mad. And you—could he 
go on seeing you, saying nothing, doing nothing?” 

“You forget who he is and what he is,” Lewis answered. 

A long silence was broken only by her saying in a vague, 
light voice: “The rain is stopping.” But the rain, un¬ 
accompanied by thunder or lightning, continued to fall 
The undergrowth steamed no more. Dusk, stretching its 
web over the trees, drew Lewis’s thoughts into a wood 
outside Chopping wherein he and she had been caught by 
a summer storm years ago. Nothing but the grave music of 
rain and foliage distinguished this w^alk from the many 
others in which he had been her companion when she was 
a child; during all the inteiw^ening time it had not risen 
out of his^ memory; but now the scent of the Chepping 
wood was in his nostrils and her slim figure pressed against 
a tree was before his eyes. It had been the backs of her 
hands that she pressed against the bark; the tendons of 
her wrists had stood up beneath the tightly buttoned cuffs 
she was wearing. She had lifted her chin so that the drops 
from the branches above her might splash on her face; and, 
laughing, had cried out with a note of disappointment in 
her voice: “I believe it’s stopping, Lewis. I believe it is.” 

“What are you thinking?” she asked now. 

“About Chepping.” 

She drew in a slow, deep breath. “You will go back 
there,” she said, looking at him as a child might look into 
the. face of some legendary traveller, and he asked her 
whether she ’would ever come to him in Chepping. 

“To visit you?” 

This had been his uncertain thought, but now, challeng¬ 
ing Ms own doubts and hers, he said: “To be with me.” 

She, smiled. “Even if that ever became possible, I 
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should be a poor ally, Lewis. We knew that long ago,” 
and she added—“even when we loved each other.” 

* “ ‘Even when-’ Is it done, Julie?” 

“Is it?” she repeated. “Once it was my biood, rr.y lisht, 
mv madness. Now, though you are rriore dear to re tnan 
erir before, when you touch me, I fee! old. Thc-re’s no 
madness left.” She faced him. “You, too. If ! were free to 
be vour wife, if Rupert were dead, still—between you and 
Lewis, you know it’s true:” 

“That we are separated?” 

“That I should break your life as I have broken his. 
Even now,” she said with deliberation, “I stand between 
you and ail that’s best in you. You are doing no work. 
'Ramsdeli told me that. You sent for him—you, who were 
alwavs content to be alone. You are on edge as I am. This 
place, which was once solitary and encircled, your peace, 
the foundation of your peace—you let me into it—you see 
what it has become.” 

“Not through your fault, Julie.” 

“It is the consequence that matters,” she said, “the 
consequence—not the intention. I uidn t intend what I 
have done to him or to you. I loved you.” She picked up 
a handful of pine-needles and let them stream over her 
palm. “The pardonable becomes unpardonable indepen¬ 
dently of us. The sin, though it seemed not to be a sin, 
grows to the stature of what we sin against. Its spiritual 
consequence leaps up and grows and burns like a forest 
fire. I see that now. There’s no escape from it. None for 
ourselves; none for those we sin against.” 

“Unless we pass through the fire.” 

“Through it?” 

“Unburned.” 

“That is for the gods,” she said. Even Rupert is 
failing. It was to have been the miracle of his life that he 
should pass unscorched through every fire. He has passed 
through so much. But his love for me has trapped him.... 
Now at any rate,” she added in a voice of anguish and 
relief, “we need not be silent. We can go to him and 


say- 
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“Not now,” Lewis answered. “Give him time not to 
fail, Julie. He has transcended every other loss. He is 
beyond any help we can give or any reparation we can 

He said this so quietly and with so profound a passion 
that Julie, hearing again in his voice that ring of devotion 
and exaltation which had first set him apart from other 
men in her eyes, turned to him in sharp wonder, in the 
deli^^ht of rediscovery. “You love him,” she exclaimed. 
“YcTu could not speak like that if you did riot love him.” 

“As a pupil loves his master,” Lewis replied, and, going 
out of the hut, he looked up through the branches to 
the sky, seeing that the storm had passed. The branches, 
even the highest, moved little. The wind had dropped and 
between the western beeches a reddened sun was slanting 
into the w'ood. Julie also came out, and stood beside him. 

Through show-ering sprays they went on to the moor. 
As the gloom of the copse fell back and the great expanse 
of the evening sky shone upon their faces, they were 
touched by the blissful awe of those who, in the instant of 
beauty or love, are bound in a cominon wonder and look 
deeply into one another and speak silently as they cannot 
at other times. For the spirit of mail is blind and dumb 
except God touch him, and awake, in the winter of his 
flesh, the spring of his immortality. 

The air, cooled and polished by rain, had that trans¬ 
parency with which at sundown on wet evenings it is 
sometimes invested, as though the substance of it had 
been drawn away and there remained betw'een earth’s 
floor and dome only a lucent emptiness edged with 
crystalline fires. Soon the crystal would be stained by 
dusk, the forms of earth thicken and night flow on; but 
for a little while the trees dreamed above their shadows 
and time slept. Lewis and Julie waited. At last, when 
the heather had begun to darken, they set out towards 
Enkendaal. 









CHAPTER NINE 


“Soon after you had gone,” the nurse said to Julie, “I 
gave him his tea and sat with him in the library while 
he was drinking it. He didn’t speak, but that’s not un- 

wasn’t more silent than usual? I mean,” Julie asked 
with hesitation, “did it strike you that he had anything... 
special on his mind?” 

“Either a man’s silent or he s not, Mevrouw. . . . No, 

I thought nothing. . . . Afterwards, when he had finished 
his tea, he held out his cup for me to take. He’d have 
dropped it, I believe, if I hadn’t taken it quick. Then he 
said he was tired; he would go to the bedroom. ‘A pity,’ 
he said, ‘that wall-staircase isn’t open. We shall have to 
go down into the hall and up.’ He went over and tried the 
handle of the door. ‘Why,’ I said, ‘that staircase hasn’t 
ever been open as far as I’ve heard.’ ‘I know,’ he said, 
but he went on worrying the handle as though he vyas 
afraid of the climb down into the hall^ and up again. 
‘Come,’ I said, ‘we shall manage it easily.’ 

“Well, it was hard going down,” the nurse continued, 
“harder than it’s ever been, and before we got up to the 
bedroom we had to stop several times—not that he wasn t 
ready to go on, he’ll stand anything, but he was hea\7 on 
my arm.” 

“You put him to bed?” . 

“On the bed. He wouldn’t letmeundress him, Mevrouw. 
He lay down and shut his eyes. In two or three minutes 

he seemed to be asleep.” . , . 

Putting a hand-bell by his side and leaving the mter- 
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veiling doors open so that she might hear if he rang, the 
nurse had gone to her own room. She was tired with much 
standing and had put her feet up. There was thunder in 
the air and, a heaviness coming upon her, she had slept. 
The sound of falling rain awakened her. In his room she 
could not find him. “The little table where you have your 
dinner sometimes, Mevrouw—it had been knocked over 
as though he had fallen against it; that was what frightened 
me.” 

Julie perceived that the nurse had been genuinely 
frightened and confused. The panic peculiar to stolid 
natures when imagination begins to blow hot and cold 
upon them had awakened in her, and she had hurried 
through room after room searching for the man she did 
not hope to find in any of them. He had gone out. Where? 
He was incapable of going far. The emptiness of the 
Castle—even the Baroness and Sophie having gone out 
to the fire—added to her alarm. 

While she was telling how she had questioned the maid¬ 
servants who, “being of that class, Mevrouw,” had stood 
“like dummies, gaping and wagging their stupid heads,” 
Julie imagined Rupert's secret struggle, his climb down¬ 
stairs unaided, his dragging step across the hall, his march 
into the air; and she tried to plumb his mind. The nurse's 
voice broke in with an exclamation of extreme self-content. 
“Then I knew. Of course, he had gone to the island!” 
Through the rain she had gone down to the boat-house. 
“What a rain! The lake was all boiling and spitting with it 
and the gutters on the roof wouldn’t carry it; it was froth¬ 
ing over them and clattering on to the laurels like slides 
of snow.” The boat was gone, but she had taken the red 
dinghy. No one to help her cast off the painter; it was 
slimy and its knot stiffened by disuse. No one to help her 
row or bail.,She had sat there with water lapping at her 
shins. The rain spurted off the backs of her hands between 
her knuckles as she rowed. 

On the island she had called out but received no 
answer. She had searched and found him—“deep in under 
the bushes as though he’d crawled there.” At first she had 
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thought he was dead. His toes w’ere driven into the earth, 
his face was twisted upward and, though his eyes were 
open, she couldn't see the pupils of them. When, having 
felt him, she knew that he was alive, and had straightened 
his body, laying him on his back and propping him with 
leaves a*nd branches, she had understood that his weight 
was more than she could hope to lift down to^ the boat, 
and, running to the water's edge, had begun to shout for 
help. Against the slash of the rain her voice w^ouM not 
carry; anyone not away at the fire would be sheltered in¬ 
doors. There was nothing for it but to return as she had 
come and fetch help. 'T didn't think to find him alive 
again, Mevrouw," but when she reached the island a 
second time with Jacob and a stable-boy, the stiff, propped 
figure had shifted, the eyes expressed consciousness, the 
lips moved. 

Julie knew already the little more that the nurse could 
tell, but she did not know in w^hat mood Rupert had under¬ 
gone the ordeal of rowing himself across the upper lake. 
The boat’s helm had been found lashed over. Pulling 
against it with a single scull, he had landed on the island 
and allowed the boat to drift away, as though he had in¬ 
tended it to be of no more service to him. 

Of the determination that had drawn him to the island 
he said nothing, and little of what had passed there. An 
attack of dreadful severity had been suffered; the rain had 
chilled and stiffened him; he had lost consciousness in 
the belief that he would never recover it: this was acknow¬ 
ledged to the doctor. More he would not say, the subject 
appearing to have no interest for him, ^ Day and night, 
between sleeping and waking, he lay still, like an effigy 
on a tomb, seeming to regard all who approached his bed¬ 
side as inhabitants of a plane from which he was with- 
drawm. 

In his own mind was an assurance that, upon the island, 
he had made a great part of the voyage of death and been 
recalled from it. It was strange to him to hear it said that 
■ he had been unconscious, for, though the experience 
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through which he had passed would submit to none of 
the forms of thought and could not therefore be described 
even to himself, it had not been forgotten; the spiritual 
impression of it remained, as the impression of a poem 
may remain of which the words are no more remembered. 
That it had been active and continuous he did not doubt, 
and, though his thought could not now encompass it— 
thought being an emanation of sense and this experience 
a conclusion from different premises—it was for him a 
reality so far transcending the appearances of his present 
state that he felt himself to be indeed a visitor from an¬ 
other world. 

A desire not altogether to lose contact with this supreme 
experience from which he had been recalled dragged at 
him like a vanishing memory and produced in him, during 
the following days, a low delirium which was attributed 
by others to the pain and fever that he endured. In fact, 
the pain and fever had little part in it, they like all else of 
this world being to him now in a manner fictitious, as 
though they were the sufferings of a body not his own; 
and he took no account of them until he found himself, 
as his doctor said, rallying, or, as it appeared to his own 
consciousness, slipping back into life. To slip back finally, 
to forget what he had known and that he had known 
it; to accept delusion again and be no more possessed of 
that farther reality to which he felt himself to have been 
admitted, became the fear of his heart, and he asked Lewis, 
who visited him often, whether he supposed that Lazarus, 
raised from the dead, was in complete oblivion of what, 
in death, he had seen and known, or continued upon earth 
in the bliss and torment of unseizable memories. He asked 
this question in many forms, continually reverting to the 
subject of it, until Lewis, who had at first supposed it to 
be the afterwash of delirium and had not seriously applied 
his mind to it, at last perceived its personal significance. 

But Julie, when she saw that Rupert’s former will to 
live was gone from him, supposed that he despaired 
bitterly of this life, not guessing that he hungered for 
another as an exile for his own remembered country. 
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*^Yoii must rouse Mm,” the doctor said. ''He is a great 
fighter, but he is fighting no longer,” and one niglit in 
the third week of October, having lain awake until she 
could no more endure the burden of silence, she rose and 
went, as she believed, to her necessar}’ confessional, and 
kneeling beside his pillow stretched her arm across it, and 
took, his head in the crook of her arm gently, and with her 
fingers touched his face. 

*'Rupert/’ she said, "don’t shut me out.” 

She was warm from her bed and his face so cold against 
the softness of her arm that his silence filled her with 
sudden terror, but he answered her: "You will make your¬ 
self ill, Julie. You are uncovered. The night’s cold.” 

‘It’s not winter yet.” 

"No,” he said, "not yet.” 

The bleak futility of their words, the ungovernable, in¬ 
consequent words of a dream, stood across her mind as a 
barrier betw^een her and the confession she w'ould make, 
and she said: "You know what I have done, Rupert. Is 
there nothing I can do nowi^” 

"My dear, all that is far aw^ay. I am d}ing.” 

"No, no,” she whispered. "Your voice sounds as if 
you were already dead. You must not go in that bitterness,” 

"Not in bitterness,” he answered. “In eagerness and 
in hunger.” 

"For death?” She laid her cheek upon his pillow. 
"Though you know it already, let me say what I must say, 
Rupert. I have been silent so long. When it began be¬ 
tween Lewis and me, it seemed-” 

"No,” he said. “You are telling me of this world and 
the body.” 

"Yes. I-” 

He put his hand upon her in restraint. "Julie, do not 
make me remember you.” 

From that she fell away and knelt beside the bed, not 
touching it. 

"Is even the memory hateful?” 

A little dark cry issued from his throat as he perceived 
in what way she had misunderstood him. 
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‘Tt is not hatred that makes me wish to forget/' he said* 
“But my love for you—which does not cease to be love, 

—love in all fulness by this world's reckoning—is 
among the things I must leave behind. It held me to life; 
now it must consent that I go/' 

''Because I betrayed you?” 

“Not as you mean it, Julie. Do not blame or hate your¬ 
self for my death. There was a time when it seemed that 
you had been false and cruel. I could see nothing but your 
falseness and cruelty. I wanted to destroy the life that held 
the knowledge of them. It was in that mood I went to the 
island. I did not mean to come back. In what I was changed 
I cannot tell you; that is the last secret, which I ^ cannot 
tell even to myself. But the breath of that change is upon 
my eyelids, bidding my eyes open, and the warmth of it 
in my soul like the sun in an apple yet upon the tree, and 
the tkte of it on my lips like the taste of salt waves in the 
inland air. And what I have tasted shall not be denied me. 
What I leave behind—suffering and love—is becoming a 
shadow. You are becoming a shadow and my love for you 
a stor}’- that was told me long ago. Let it be so. If I am to 
have peace and not fall back utterly into the despairs and 
raptures of that story, you must consent, and willingly 
let me go, without remorse or weeping or condemnation. 
For even now, Julie, you might recall me. With you, I 
might read all that story again and believe it true. Even 
now, while you kneel beside me, the memory of it flows 
up. Do not compel me to remember you.” 

“What shall I do to give you peace?” she asked. 

“Let this be an end between us. Afterwards, for the 
time that remains, think that I am already dead. Let me 
be moved from here to the little room to which I was first 
taken and where, one night, happier than I have ever been, 
I fell asleep with my head upon your breast.” 

“You mean that I am not to see you again?” 

“No, Julie, I do not mean that. But when I am able to 
die, I would go freely and alone, not held by the one fare¬ 
well that has power to hold me. Let us say good-bye now 
and become again separate beings without call upon each 
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Other. In our own hearts let this be our partine, that we 
may not be torn apart in the last agony or the iast fiiiure 
of the body.” 

He paused and said: “I married you without your Ic-ve. 
That was a great wrong.” 

She was speechless, and he spoke again: “Now, Julie, 
good-bve. May God keep you.” _ 

® And'she drew herself up to him and took his face be¬ 
tween her hands in the darkness. “Come back to me, 
Rupert. I shall not betray you.” Though his hand seized 
her wrist, he made no reply and, a finalitj’’ greater than 
her desire for pardon shrouding her will, she could no 
more entreat him. “Remember a little, then, in this 
moment,” she said, “before you forget for ever.” 

He drew her down and kissed her. “I remember that 
without you there would be no world to leave.” Holding 
her shoulder, he asked: “We are at peace?” 

“At peace, dear Rupert,” she said, struggling to see 
and remember his face. 

“Then let us kiss once more, as travellers setting out.” 

When she had done as he asked and knew that her lips 
would not touch his again and that between them the 
recognitions of love were ended, she felt him take her hand 
and "kiss it. Then, knowing herself released, she turned 
away and lay down upon her own bed apart from him. 
She believed that all night she would listen to the waterfall, 
but, in an instant, sleep with a sigh had taken her. 





CHAPTER TEN 


In the smaller room to which he was now removed, 
Narwitz lay in peace, his eyes resting for long stretches of 
time on a little clock, framed by interlaced ribbons of gilt 
and covered by a convex glass, which was attached to the 
wall above the lintel. The clock was an old one; its hands, 
like Chinese eyebrows, stood always at eight minutes to 
two; and, because it had so long ceased to give out any 
living command or stimulus, it had become, like the face 
of a priest experienced in confessions, deeply passive, 
receptive and impersonal. Upon it his thoughts might 
converge without disturbance. He could, moreover, when 
the night had been long, estimate day’s approach by the 
broadening gleam of that rounded face. A white slip above 
the door, like a paring from a new moon, was the earliest 
hint of morning. 

Even when struck by his agony_ and fighting for breath 
like a twisted animal run down in the street, he would 
compel his eyes to the gilded ribbons, as though there were 
help in them. He wished to detach himself from the pain 
which his flesh endured, and often he succeeded; he was 
able to look back upon a writhing body, which was no 
longer his own, and to experience, above pain, a bliss 
proceeding from it—the bliss caused by a cool hand laid 
upon a fever, the hand being in this instance not an 
earthly one. During the intervals between attacks he_w^ 
without fear of their return. They were of no more signi¬ 
ficance to him than the common processes of the body, 
and his desire for death was not now a desire to escape 
from them or from any affliction or wrong, but an eager- 
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ness for that perfecting of the contemplative life whichj he 
was persuaded, was almost within his reach. 

His strength was to look forward contioually and to fee! 
upon his lips that air of another world which, while lie was 
unconscious on the island, he had seemed to breathe. His 
peril was to look back; and to fortify himself in the way he 
was going, to teach himself to die, was his single purpose. 
He found that, even now, an avoidance of earthly contacts 
and knowledge was contrary to his discipline. To shut out 
the world was to begin to long for it with fears and hopes 
and curiosities not to be stilled, and he could not be at 
peace, or make any advance towards death, until certain 
facts were known, accepted and overpassed. For this 
reason, when countrymen of his came from the Hague to 
visit him, he received them gladly and would allow them 
to conceal nothing from^ him. He asked for news and 
received it nearly always in silence, from which he would 
emerge at last to speak of other things. But there were 
occasions on which his guard was broken down. ''Now it is 
too late,'' he exclaimed once. ‘‘We should have fallen back 
and fought on the Rhine. We might have had terms 
there," and when it was objected that this would have 
been to prolong the war without changing its result, he 
replied with a flash of anger: “It would have saved the 
regime^ Disturbed by his wrath, he allowed his mind to 
return to the past, and, while the two Germans at his 
bedside argued without conviction that all was not yet 
lost, he remembered the September day of heat and storm 
on which, when Lewis and Julie had set out for the fire, 
he had remained in the library, overwhelmed by a solitary 
blackness of mood. Bapaume had fallen and the line of 
the Somme was being abandoned. Since the failure of 
Ludendorffs offensive in March he had known within 
him that victory was impossible; now, while the nurse 
was bringing him tea, he had understood for the first time 
that defeat was certain. But he had not guessed that the 
struggle would end before Christmas. 

The fire had spread fast while he lay sick. Now Bulgaria 
had gone; Scheidemann and Bauer were in Prince Max's 
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government; a request for an Armistice had been dis¬ 
patched to Washington; the captured territory was to be 
abandoned. His visitors had told him that the army itself 
was crumbling; to-day they had brought news that under 
a political amnesty Liebknecht had been set free. 

His mind flamed with grief and indignation from which, 
after the Germans had gone, he was still unable to escape, 
and Lewis, entering the room, heard him exclaim: ‘‘Moltke 
sent two corps to the Vistula on August 25. If they had 
been on the Marne a fortnight later to close the gap be¬ 
tween Kluck and Billow, Paris would have fallen. Eyen 
without them we ought to have stood.’’ And he repeated: 
'‘Even without them—the flank couldn’t have been rolled 
up. Bauer was wrong. I was at headquarters in Luxem¬ 
bourg. It was clear enough that Moltke and Bauer were 
wrong. Moltke lost his head. He sat there with his face 
white and his hand stretched over the table, curling and 
uncurling his fingers. We others—who were we?—^we 
could say nothing. We couldn’t overrule him. No one but 
the Emperor. My God, what fools—and now. . . He 
opened his eyes and saw, first, his own fingers curling 
and uncurling themselves on the coverlet, then, above him, 
Lewis standing in silence. 

He considered the Englishman with dawning curiosity, 
thinking how strange it was that the face looking down on 
him should be, indeed, that of an Englishman, and that 
this face, more than any other, was welcome and had 
power to recall him from such heat and bitterness as had 
just now possessed him. No secret divided them; their 
intimacy was far-reaching and tranquil; they could sit 
together for hours, sometimes talking, sometimes drifting 
away from speech into silences which, when they ended, 
seemed always to have been an agreed preparation for 
what had yet to be said. 

“Will you tell me,” Narwitz asked, “what it is that 
makes you wish to be with me? I am glad when you come 
—always glad. But you have another life outside this 
room.” 

“Yes, I have another life, but you have changed it.** 
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“In what way?^’ 

is hard to answer that,” Lewis said. “But 

wouldn’t -He hesitated. “Wouldn’t any student of 

philosophy have come to Lazarus?” 

“To Lazarus? Because he was raised from the dead? 
But I can tell you nothing of the next world, Alison. 
If yon had been taken into a strange countiw" before day¬ 
break and dragged back from it at the first liint of light, 
there’s little you could tell. Some of that light has entered 
into my imagination, changing what I see— 

“ '^Changing what you see?’ ” Lewis repeated. 

“Yes,” Narwitz answered. “I can tell you a little of 
that. Do you remernber how, in Italy, early in the fifteenth 
century, the infusion of the Greek into the Christian 
vision changed the eye of certain painters, so that in the 
faces they painted, in the faces of Botticelli, for example, 
there appeared always a sadness which seemed to spring 
from a desire to participate in two separate and opposed 
existences? The women of Botticelli are beings of divided 
mind or, I would rather say, of divided spirit. Into their 
knowledge of earth, their love of it, their wish to cling to 
its sensible beauty, there enters the disturbing breath of 
aspiration. They are aware of, but dare not accept, their 
kinship with the angels who whisper to them; and with 
reluctance, but under necessity, they turn away their 
heads. They are saddened by visible beauty, even while 
they rejoice in it, because they perceive, shining distantly 
through it, another and absolute beauty, calling to them, 
but by them unattainable. In the same w^ay the infusion 
of the heavenly into the earthly vision changes the eye of 
him that experiences it, and he sees men and women, not 
as empty vanities, as some of spiritual pretension have 
claimed, nor as self-sufficient and responsible in reason, as 
the materialists will have it, but as beings whose domin¬ 
ating character is uncertainty—uncertainty of wffiere they 
are and of what may be their true relation to their sur¬ 
roundings. Seeing them thus, he can neither condemn 
nor pardon them; indeed, pardon and condemnation are 
ideas that have origin in human uncertainty and are with- 
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out final substance; nor, except as one pities the joy and 
energy of a child, can he pity them. He is in a condition, 
as Botticelli seems to have been, in which pardon and pity 
and condemnation and all the judgements of philosophy 
are fused in wonder.” . , , , 

“In wonder?” Lewis said. “Not in knowledge or under¬ 
standing?” . 

“It seems to you vague and indeterminate? JNarwitz 
answered. “It would have seemed so to me a few weeks 
avo. I too wished then to know and understand; I sup¬ 
posed that ignorance was what chiefly separated the mortal 
from the immortal state, and believed that death would be 
a door to secrets—that after it everything would be made 
plain. Nor do I suggest now' that greater knowledge and 
understanding are not attained to in the immortal state; but 
that they are the distinguishing essence of God I no longer 
believe. What we have hitherto called omniscience is better 
thought of as an infinite power of wonder. Knowledge is 
static, a stone in the stream, but wonder is the stream itself 
—in common men a trickle clouded by doubt,^in poets and 
saints a sparkling rivulet, in ^ God a mighty river, bearing 
the whole commerce of the divine mind. Is it not true that, 
even on earth, as knowledge increases, wonder deepensr^ 
''Then the purpose of a contemplative is to develop the 
faculty of wonder?” Lewis asked. ‘Ts that the imitation of 

Narwitz smiled. "Are you disappointed, like I\aaman, 

that something more difficult is not required of you. It is, 
I think, difficult enough. The soul hardens like the mind. 
The mind, becoming set, excludes fresh knowledge; the 
soul excludes the wonder which is in God and in children 
and in the gentler saints. The doctrine is not a new one. 

And Lewis said: “*Whosoever shall not receive the 
kingdom of God as a little child, he shall not enter 

• therein.’ ” , t- i ■ w. u 

He asked no more that day, but, feelmg himseit to be 

in the presence of one who was the bringer of 

returned often to the subject and asked for guidance. 
Narwitz answered that each man must find his own way, 
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that there was none prescribed. ''But what you have in 
four mind/^ he added, "is the choice, always uppermost 
ifi the minds of men, between the acceptance and refusal 
of earthly love. You know, as I have long known and as 
has been sufficiently proved to me, that all spiritua! achieve¬ 
ment is, in ^ essence, solitary. Women, when we lie with 
them, look into our faces and ask what we were thinking 
of in the moment of sensual climax and in the succeeding 
monient of release. They have seen isolation in our expres¬ 
sions, but they wish us to answer that it was of them we 
were thinking. We may answer so, but it is not true. The 
fact that we love them excludes them momentarily and 
gives us freedom, not from them only, but from our own 
bodily shells. It is a very simple paradox that though, in 
that instant, we might remain conscious of a woman to 
whom we were indifferent—that is, remain earthbound by 
her flesh and our own, we escape in inexpressible wonder 
from a woman we love. She has power to release us, that 
is all; it is a miraculous powder. 

"You see, just as we teach children to have good manners 
and to give place to others—in a word, to be courteous and 
self-denying^—so we, wffiile we are in our philosophic child¬ 
hood, must be self-denying and must love. But self-denial, 
though a great and necessary virtue, is a virtue to be tran¬ 
scended and left behind, and love also, for love is a dis¬ 
traction from personal unity—it prevents the coming to¬ 
gether of the soul. Yet—and this is a deeper paradox—it 
is on earth necessary to the growth of the soul. To reject 
it, while we are in a condition to require it, is to stunt our¬ 
selves with asceticism and to grasp at spiritual independ¬ 
ence before our time. Love, a form of suffering, is, like 
pain and ambition and loyalty and all profound emotional 
experience, a form of discipline, being a part of life, itself 
a discipline; and like all earthly gains it is a designed 
prelude to loss. When we know intellectually that loss is 
freedom, then we are philosophers; when loss has become 
freedom, then we are baptized in wonder and are fit to 
die. Has the death of Jesus any other significance that is 
unchanging, whether he was human or divine? 
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“But I am tired,” Narwitz added. “I shall be able to 
speak little more with you.” 

It was the last of his conversations wdth Lewis on the 
subject which had interwoven their lives. Henceforward, 
though Lewis visited him often, Narwitz spoke little, 
having fallen back into himself. His nurse and doctor had 
become hands and voices. The Baron he could still wel¬ 
come, for the old man would talk to him of sport and the 
affairs of Enkendaal as if the blaze in Europe were of little 
account in the van Leyden generations; but the others 
Allard; his wife, Marietje; Goof; the Baroness herself— 
were of a hopeful, persistent and ardent neutrality that was 
for him the clink of words. The war, they assured him, 
had not been fought in vain, for there would be no more 
wars; Germany, reconstituted, would enter swiftly into the 
brotherhood o'f nations; the years to come would be years 
of healing and peace. They added with the air of school¬ 
masters that the world had learnt its lesson. 

Among them Sophie was an exception. She was without 
complacency and did not speak of war. Standing at the 
window, with her face turned away from him, she would 
talk of trivialities, twisting her hands; then go abruptly, 
always without having said what she had come to say. But 
at last, unable to abandon the task she bad undertaken, 
though suffering agony in the discharge of it, she did not 
go, and he became aware of her voice at his pillow, her 
agitated, frightened desperate voice, and of the sound of 
her breath. She was pouring out her secret—that Julie had 
betrayed him, that she could prove it—could prove it; that 
she had known for months; that Ella had known. “They 
have all lied to you!” she cried. “All! Lewis as well.” There 
was something pitiable in her agitation; she seemed to be 
confessing a sin of her own that had sickened her con¬ 
science and corroded her mind; and w'hen Narwitz, having 
brushed her tale aside as a thing not to be believed, laid 
his hand upon hers as though she were a_ frightened 
child, he knew that she was glad of his disbelief. But she 

snatched her hand away and fell into reiterated accusations, 
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which he continued to disregard. Suddenly she broke off 
and, covering her face, fled towards the door. There she 
turned and confronted him, her eyes distended and her 
lower jaw moving laterally to and fro. “Do you know what 
else they have hidden from you?'^ she cried/“Do you know^ 
what else? Ludendorff has been dismissed. There's a mutiny 
at Kiel. And now the Emperor has ruri away. He is going 
to the Bentincks at Amerongen. He has left" your army to 
Wd for itself. Do you disbelieve that? Do you think Fm 
lying now?” She swayed, watching him, v/aiting for the 
effect of her words; then, all the fierceness being suddenly 
emptied from her, she was filled with remorse, and tears 
began to flow down her cheeks. At last, in terror of herself 
and of w^hat she had done, she pressed her knuckles into 
the sides of her mouth, and twisted her head and shoulders 
away from him, and went out. 

It became plain to Narwitz on the evening of that day 
that he had not long to wait. On the lassitude following 
the next attack, he would go out as on a tide, and would 
go out alone. The thought of frightened and embarrassed 
people gathered round his bed to watch him die was deeply 
repugnant to him. He said this to Julie, and, when she 
asked whether she might not be with him at the end, he 
replied that they had already said farewell to each other 
and that he wished, if the nurse and doctor could be ex¬ 
cluded, to endure the final pang in solitude. 

While the November days went by, it seemed to him 
that he lay in a womb, eager for the summons of birth. 
His mind, though streaked with premonitions of the life 
he was about to enter, was deeply coloured by memories of 
the past. Still he asked for news, and the spread of revolt, 
first to Hamburg, Liibeck and Bremen, then to Leipzig 
and Munich themselves, was admitted to him. But the 
names of the Centre and the South fell away. He had 
returned to the country and the marshes familiar to Ms 
childhood. He was astride a great horse of Ms father's, 
feeling the stretch of Ms legs and rocking in the saddle 
because he could get no grip on it. He was out in the woods, 
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startling and delighting himself with legends, and making 
of each tree an adventure, endowed by his imagination 
with terrors and wondep. Over his bed stooped again the 
promise of life; everything was fresh and shining; Nature 
had been made for him, the hush of evening and the last 
flight of birds were his, the hours, the days, the years were 
waiting for him only. Even in sadness—and his childhood 
was not free from it—there was a springing emotion, an 
evidence of life, a pulse; and this pulse moved again in 
him now and he ached with longing for he knew not what 
—for an enchantment that was being woven for him 
alone, for a music that would be poured upon him from 
the air. And there appeared before him a girl whose beauty 
chpged him with power. She gathered into herself his 
childhood and his old age; she absorbed his being and 
released him, as prayer released him, from the prison of 
his own individuality. Gazing at the lamp beside his bed, 
he found it impossible to know whether she was of the 
past that he was leaving or of the future, into which, out 
of the darkness of this womb, he was to be born; in her, 
ppt and future w^ere inseparable; she was his origin and 
his redemption. And when, on the evening of November 
9, the womb in which he lay contracted upon him, and 
there was neither light nor breathing, and shrewd eyes 
were thrust into the core of his agony, he saw Julie among 
the eyes, and recognized her and stretched out his hand 
to her, for he and she were running together from pursuers 
through a brilliant wood. She took handfuls of darkness 
out of a bag swinging at her hip and threw them behind 
her. Soon they had shaken off their pursuers and were 
alone in the wmod. They fell asleep and, while he slept, 
he knew that she rose secretly and went away, but when 
he awoke she was beside him and her going away seemed 
to have been a dream. 

But he was not in a wood and the curved slice of light 
on the clock-glass above the lintel told him that morning 
Imd not yet come. The nurse was lifting him in his bed; 
there was a hiss from the cylinder of oxygen, and a smell 
of rubber and vulcanite was stronger than the soapy smell of 
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her hands. “You were dreaming,” she said, and he answered* 
“Whatever it was the dream has done me good,” for his 
mind was clear and he knew that very* soon, perhaps before 
daylight, he would die. But time passed. The sriiding on 
the clock began to glisten and footsteps passin’^ his door 
told that the Castle was awake. 

From a light hovering on the edge of consciousness, he 
awoke and asked the time. It was eleven o’clock. He asked 
where Julie was and was told that she and the doctor'had 
just gone from the room. He wished his wife and *the 
English officer to come to him, he said, and to be left 
alone with them a little while. 

When they were beside his bed, Julie on her knees with 
her face hidden _ in _ the coverlet and Lewis standing 
opposite her on his right hand, he touched her and saidr 

“You have loved each other?” 

She answered: “Yes.” 

“With more than the body?” 

“With more than the body.” 

He breathed heavily and was silent. Lewds searched his 
face in anxiety, but the long silence seemed not to be of 
exhaustion but of thought. His head was unmoved but 
his eyes turned from one to the other. 

“But not evilly—not evilly towards you. Can you 
understand that?” Julie cried, looking at him with entreaty 

and interlacing her fingers with his. “Neither he—nor I_ 

knew you until you came back.” 

“It is true,” Lewis said. “We did not know ourselves, 
I think, until your endurance taught us.” 

Narwitz withdrew his hand from Julie’s grasp and laid 
it upon her head, weighing down her head, as though he 
could not endure to look into her face and would have it 
hidden from him. 

“I am not asking these questions in jealousy,” he said. 
“From that agony I am absolved.” And afterwards, look¬ 
ing at Lewis he said: “Nor do I hate you Alison; indeed, 
you zre the last friend I shall make in this world. Hatred 
and jealousy and possessive love, perhaps all earthly love. 
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belong to the childhood of the soul, as you know. You are 
anoLong the few men living who understand that they are 
to be outgrown.” He drew in his breath with pain. *'Aiid 
I have learned that there are experiences which quel! 
them. There are experiences,” he added with a smile 
‘\vhich take the place of philosophy.” ’ 

Julie stirred at his side, urging him to rest. 

‘T shall have time to rest,” he answered, ‘'and I would 
not rest in doubt. Give me a few minutes in silence. Then 
let me speak.” 

“Tel! me one thing,” Julie said. 

“What is it?” 

She straightened her body. “Rupert, do you remember, 
long ago you said—long ago, in Germany, when we were first 

married, you said-” She could not speak. Her fingers 

were locked in the coverlet. At last, in a voice shrill but 
very small, she continued: “You said to me: ‘Into thy 
hands I commend my spirit.’ Have I betrayed you in that? 
In that, too?” 

“It was a charge,” he answered, “that you could not 
accept, for you never loved me.” 

“Until now.” 

A light entered his face. He raised his hand a few 
inches, unsteadily, perhaps to cover his eyes, but the 
movement defeated his strength. 

“Even that—is it possible—now,” he whispered and, 
relaxing the weak tension of his limbs, lay in an ivory 
stillness, an enchantment of memory being upon him. At 
last he roused himself and for the first time moved his 
head, drawing down Lewis’s eyes to his own. 

“I must be brief,” he said, “and say crudely what I 
have to say. I shall not spare your feelings or my owm. 
Julie never loved me in the past with mind or body. Since 
my return, she has pitied me and she has adored my 
sufifering, as though I were other than I am and raised up 
on a cross. You, too, have felt—friendship towards me for 
the same reason? Is that true? . . . But it is you, not I, 
who have made her capable of her pity and adoration. She 
has loved you, not me. Often she has lain naked against 
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me thinHng to give life to me. But it has been her torment 
and penance. It has been my torment also and my pen¬ 
ance.” He closed his eyes and continued: ‘T see the past 
and the future clearly. There seems to be no division 
between them. Whether I shall continue in my own 

j-gon—a separate consciousness—in another world, I do 
not know. As to that, I have no faith to guide me. But I 
shall continue here in your thoughts and lives, not as a 

cause of guilt-” He hesitated. “Not as a cause of guilt 

but as an inevitable consequence.” 

“0 Rupert,” Julie cried, “can you not forgive us?” 

“Forgive you and set you free? My Julie, forgive is a 
word fcTr the gods, and freedom an attribute of the gods. 
Here nothing is certain but fulfilment and consequence. 
We sow and reap; and if we fail to reap our own harvest 
when it is ripe, then afterwards we reap it when it is 
poisoned. While w'e live, we must live our dreams. There 
IS no other way of passing beyond them into reality. . . . 
Come nearer to me. It’s hard to see you. Nearer, Julie, 
nearer. And you, Alison, nearer.” 

A silvery pallor had touched his eyelids and was spread¬ 
ing like a curtain over the middle and the lower parts of 
his face. “Do not leave me,” he said. “It will pass.” Julie 
oave him water silently and waited. 

“My dream,” he began, “was one that couldn’t be lived. 
You were to replace every loss. While you lived, nothing 
could die. My friends, my country—all were poured into 

you. When no help was left, you were my help. Now-” 

A rigor shook him. “I must make haste,” he whispered, 
and lay still. 

Then, in a stronger voice, to Lewis: 

“You love her. You have made her. She is the bridge 
to your own truth. Will you guard and keep her?” 

And to Julie: “My beloved one, there js no other way 
that is not barren. We forgive ourselves in this world by 
working out our forgiveness.” 

And to both: “Give me your hands. That shall be your 


oath.” 

His hand lay upon theirs. 


N 
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'Tt is your betrothal/’ he said. ‘'You are not pledged to 
the dead but to yourselves. Your own vision must con 
firm it.” 

' He lifted his hand to Julie’s face and felt it, like a blind 
man. “You are crying. ... I shall not see your face again. 
It is strange, I hope that I may forget your face before 
I die. . . . Now, leave me. Call no one. Say that I am 
asleep.” 

She would have kissed him, but when he felt her touch 
upon his shoulders, he said: “Leave me. I wish to forget 
even your kiss. ... I wish to be alone.” 

When they were far from him, he asked: 

“Am I alone?” And after a long interval, he said: “My 
Julie. . ^ ^ ^ 

She did not stir, nor Lewis at her side. 

And he cried aloud and said in his own language: “Into 
thy hands, I commend my spirit,” and when he had 
spoken thus, he gave up the ghost. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

It was expected in Enkendaal that the Grafin von Narwitz 
would travel with her husband’s ashes to Germany. 
411ard and his wife, with Goof in support, shared _this 
expectation and urged that Julie should be made to fulfil 
it ‘Tn Prussia they will expect her to go. Certainly she 
must go,” Allard said. “If we give way to her now, we 
shall always give way.’’ 

Tulie, in a stupor of shock, neither consented nor re¬ 
fused. ’She knew that by Rupert’s death she had been 
made worthless to the van Leydens—to all of them except, 
oerhaps, to Uncle Pieter; she had become for them their 
governess’s daughter, Julie Quillan, no more; and she 
watched their cautious encirclement of her with an apathy 
that irritated them because they could not believe it to be 
sincere. They could not hunt if the quarry would neither 
run nor fight, and they assumed resistance where there 

Julie was blinded by the flash of the past and the deep 
mists of the future. For the present she did not ^re, nor 
for what became of her. When she thought of her husband, 
she felt no grief, but only, as part of the emptying of 
her life grief’s absence, a tearless void; and Lewis, m 
her thoizght and in her brief encounters with hiin, was 
for her a being to whom she felt herself bound by ties 
the nature of which she dared not and could not consider. 
“Give me time,” she said, “I cannot think or decide. 

The contest over her going to Germany was fought out 
in her hearing on the day after the body had been cremated 
in Rynwyk. 
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“It makes no difference to me,” she said, “whether I 
am here or there. I should have thought that Rupert’s 
people would have been better without me. They cannot 

want an Englishwoman.’^ 

“How can yon say now that you are English?” Sophie 
demanded. “Can’t you forget^ that stubborn, wicked 
arrogance—even now, when he is dead? In ashes, in this 
house. You are wicked. You don’t know the meaning of 
loyalty.” 

“But it is true that I am English,” Julie replied. “Above 
all, to them. And it was Rupert himself who sent me away 
from Germany.” 

“The more reason that you should have courage enough 
to return.” 

“I must say, I agree,” said Allard. 

“It would be-” his wife began,^and, failing to find 

the impressive phrase she w^as seeking, she concluded 
awkwardly: “It would be the least we could do.” 

She looked at Goof who, staring first at Julie’s straight 
figure, upright in a chair, and afterwards cocking up his 
chin towards the ceiling, pronounced: “The very least, 
I must say.” 

The Baroness, having perceived clearly since Narwitz’s 
death that all her battles for her daughter were to fight 
again, chose not to fight on this ground. The journey into 
Prussia would be intolerable; she imagined the box con¬ 
taining the urn among Julie’s baggage; there would be 
disorganization everywhere, no porters; the girl would 
have to carry the thing herself. The Leydens were fools; 
they had no imagination; but they were evidently de¬ 
termined. Besides, to get Julie away now from Lewis 
Alison. ... ^ ^ . 

“Julie has not refused to go,”she said. “Fm sure,Pieter, 
that if you feel she ought to represent the family-” 

“Represent the family!” Sophie cried. 

quiet, Sophie! I was talking to your father.” 

, “I. will not be quiet. I will not be ordered by you. If 
you think that now, Julie--”, 

“The thing is plain to anyone not mad,” the Baron 
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said “There is revolution in Germany. And look at the 
(,yji_-she is worn out.” 

Soohie’s eyes were narrowed by her indignation. “ ‘The 
child’’ ” she'' exclaimed. “Why must you take her side 
avainst your own family? Because you are a man, I suppose. 
411 men are fools and gluttons with her.” Her neck was 
thrust forward, the veins distended by passion, and her 
fin<Jers were plucking at her black dress. “Or are you so 
oi(f and blind,” she cried with little clusters of bubbles 
forming at the corners of her lips and her voice rising at 
each word, “that you don’t know what she is and has 

^The Baron strode at her with both hands uplifted. She 
withered like a stiff tree touched by lightning 

“Go from the room! he cned. Go! And w’hen she 
had gone, he said to the others: “There will be no more 
of this, you understand? Why must you hate her so? She 

has done you no injury.” 

“Thev hate her,” the Baroness said to him privately 
that nic^'ht, “because they hate me.” She wished to be 
assured"’bv his reply that Sophie’s words had been for 
him no more than a raving, that suspicion of Julie s 
fidelity to her husband had not been aroused in his mmd. 
He shuffled out of his slippers and climbed into his bed. 
“You w'omen must learn to live in peace,” he answered 
and thrust his face into his pillow. , . . , , 

She was long awake, considenng wearily the battle she 
must fight. Hearing her husband stir, she asked if he were 

awake. „ . . , . 

“Yes,” he said. “That affair goes on m my head. 
Women’s voices should be quiet always. They become 

devilish when they are raised.’’ 

“Sophie was beside herself. You must not blame her 

too harshly.” , , . „ , . 

He chuckled. “It’s not often you plead for Sophie, my 

dear.” 

“But this is serious.” , . , 

“Serious?” he echoed. “I know ... but m what way 

particularly?” 
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She had his attention now. Through the gloom she saw 
his head raised from his pillow^, that he might hear bettCi 

with his right ear. -ui r u * i 

“Just now, Sophie is scarcely responsible for what she 

savs. Particularly about Julie. I don’t think you’ve ever 
understood how it is betiveen them Men always forget 
that plain women can be hot-blooded too. You see, Pieter, 
Sophie has been passed over and passed over. 

%onsense. She could have been married half a dozen 


tiniGS 

“For your name and money—yes. She knows that. 

That makes it the more bitter ” , . , 

There was silence in the dark room. Then she heard 
him fiddling with the watch on the table beside his bed. 
Not wishing to appear urgent in her persuasions, she 

waited for him to speak. ^ “Wk„ 

“But that has always been so, he said at last. Whj 
this outbreak now? What concern has Sophie with 

Narwitz’s death?” , , , , , r 

It was the question she had hopecl tor. 

“If he had hved, Julie would hpe been out of the w’ay, 
she answered. “Now she is marriageable again. 

“Then when Sophie said-” 

“There is nothing she may not say now to damap 
Julie,” the Baroness interrupted quickly. We must be 
prepared for that. Fantastic things.” She held her breath 
hesitated, decided. “I believe Sophie has^it in her mind 

that between Julie and Lewis Alison ^ 

“Nonsense. Nonsense anyway. Besides, he added 
thoughtfully, “Narwitz’s behaviour to them both puts 
that story out of court. The three of them were deep 

friends. That would have been impossible. . 

“Still,” his wife said, “there are people capable of saying 

^ThcTold man turned over. Across the gap between their 
beds she heard him drag the blankets round him and re¬ 
settle his pillow. „ 

“They’d better not repeat such thmgs to me. 

She waited until he sighed the heavy, contented sign 
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that told her each night when he had put his troubles from 

Sophie speaks rashly, we mustn’t be too hard on 

her, Pieter.” 

“No, my dear. 

It was wise, she thought, that Sophie’s name should 
be in his mind as he fell asleep. She could lie more quietly 
now, listening to his harsh, regular breathing; the danger 
that Sophie’s story might find him unprepared was warded 
off. Insistence now would serve only to increase his un¬ 
belief. How strange it was, she thought, returning to a 
subject which had long puzzled her, that Narwitz had 
never known! Couldn’t he read it in Julie’s eyes and more 
certainly in her touch? Perhaps because she had never 
loved him—perhaps, anyhow, the wretched man was so 
racked and obsessed, so desperately ill, that he was easily 
deceived. But she despised him for having been duped. 

She put the problem away from her. It had ceased to 
be of importance, for the man was dead. Enough remained 
to be thought of. To get the Englishman away. He and 
Julie had never had any intention of marrying, she felt 
sure, as long as Narwitz lived; they had been elaborately 
secret; they had taken their pleasure—she smiled toler¬ 
antly’in the dark, inwardly applauding their worldly 
discretion—without any wild ideas of challenging the 
world and attempting an impossible match. Now she was 
less certain of their wisdom. The match was still impos¬ 
sible. It would burden him, harass him in his work, pd 
it would take her—the Baroness imagined Chepping, 
almost a suburb now, she supposed. Walking through 
mud to the station. Mrs. Alison grown old—sisters, vaguely 
seen; callers, the parish, the tradesmen’s books; she 
imaged Julie going into the kitchen every morning at 
ten o’clock. An intolerable life for both of them, and if 
there were children. ... 

Julie herself would have almost nothing; her settlement, 
after the revolution, would probably not be worth the 
paper it was written on and her dowry ^there was a little 
in Rentes and Consols, but for the most part it was in 
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German land mortgages or in City of Moscow Bonds. 
Nothing. But for that reason the more, he might offer to 
marry her, and after such a scene as there had been to-day 
she might, in a fit of madness and loneliness, consent. 
Anything to get away from Enkendaal! Sophie had always 
said that Julie would do anything to get away. And once, 
without loving him, she had married Narwitz. Now. . .. 

Still, the Baroness reflected, there’s one safeguard- 
passion must have lost its edge. Passion, money, position • 
she felt more secure when she had discarded the inceritives 
of which she recognized the power. Loneliness and dislike 
of Enkendaal, though they might make a child lose her 
head, would not be enough to blind a girl of Julie’s ex¬ 
perience to the doom of an English middle-class marriage. 
But though her reason quieted her fears, she herself had 
enough experience to distrust her judgement of Julie’s 
emotions. She had never understood them. She had 
wished to love the child and had failed; an everlasting 
division between them was the penalty of her failure. 
There had been, moreover, something in Julie’s relation¬ 
ship with Lewis that had baffled her. None of the blowing 
hot and cold, none of the violences that were to be looked 
for in those who, with a cautious eye on the world, were 
taking their pleasure secretly! She had said nothing, for 
there had been no other way but silence to guard the 
marriage; but she knew now intuitively that there had 
been a truth which had eluded her. 

For a little while, she allowed the mystery to trouble 
her, turning it over and over in her mind, and wishing with 
all her heart that now—now with more urgency than ever 
before in their lives—she could break down the burner 
between herself and her daughter. If Julie would confide 
in her, would lay aside for a Httle while her steady hostility, 
then she could help her. The Baroness, thinking of her¬ 
self now as Ella Hoek and not as the great lady she had 
become, looked back upon her life with mingled sadn^s 
and triumph. How she had fought for Julie—with what 
cleverness, with what success! And now, when Julie had 
failed and lost everything, how she would fight agam—if 
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only Julie would play her part! But Julie had always been 
uncrratefuL There had never been love or intimky be¬ 
tween them since Julie had passed beyond a child’s under¬ 
standing- But perhaps, the Baroness thought, warmed by 
her own forgiving spirit, I may be able to soften her heart 
and guide her even now. First, I will win her to me. That 
I have never spoken of what I have knowm will prove to 
her that she can trust me. Then we must be rid of the 
Englishman. In any case, now that the Armistice is signed, 
he cannot stay in Holland long, and he must not loiter in 
Enkendaal. ... 

Until she was re-estabHshed in the Castle, Julie must 
bide her time. Bide her time, the Baroness repeated, but 
it must not be put to her in that way. That would fire her. 
She must not even be allowed to understand in what way 
I am working for her good. 

She sighed over Julie’s unreason and the ingratitude 
of children, but as she was falling asleep she remembered 
with satisfaction that, though Julie had lost all else that 
had been won for her, her youth and her beauty remained. 
Germany now was useless; nor was a French son-in-law to 
be thought of; but in England Julie’s slimness would be 
more appreciated than in Holland and, though she was a 
widow, there were Scottish noblemen who . . . Now that 
the war was over it would be possible to travel again. 
Claridge’s would not be changed. In dreams of London 
and Scotland, Ella Hoek passed hopefully into uncon¬ 
sciousness of the ingratitude and unreason of the world. 


Inaction had served her well in the past, and for a week 
she relied upon it. Soon the Englishmen wmuld go from 
the cottage, though how soon neither she nor they could 
certainly tell. Meanwhile, Sophie was hugging her know¬ 
ledge, aware that to attempt to use it in her father’s present 
mood would be to waste it. If she waits too long, the 
Baroness thought, and the Englishmen leave Enkendad, 
Sophie will miss her market. 

Seeing this clearly, the Baroness was patient. But she 
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itched for action, and every day that passed, every meeting 
between Lewis and Julie, enlivened the itch. Their meet¬ 
ings were outwardly harmless and could not damage them 
in the eyes of the world, but what decisions were being 
made, or had been made, between them, she dared not 
guess. She imagined that, without her knowledge, the 
ground might be crumbling under her feet. Fear presented 
to her Sophie’s and Allard’s derision if Lewis were to go 
suddenly and Julie with him. Julie, restless, weary, dully 
expectant, was capable of any folly. 

“In the spring, Julie,” she said at last, “when it is pos¬ 
sible to travel, shall we go abroad together, you and I? It 
will make a break before settling down in Enkendaal again.” 

“I don’t think I can ever settle down in Enkendaal 
again,” Julie answered. 

“But this is your home, my dear. You have no other- 

Now, let us think where we should like to travel. I haven’t 
planned a real holiday for five years. You shall choose. I 
want to do what pleases you.” 

“I know, mother. You have always thought of me—too 
much perhaps. We may never have got on together; we’re 
differently made. But I’m not ungrateful.” 

“Then, my dear-” 

“What, mother?” 

“Won’t you let me help you again?” 

“In what way can you help me?” 

The Baroness sighed. “I can’t help you at all if you will 
not trust me. You have reason to trust me, you know. 
Another woman, who cared less for her daughter’s point 
of view—for her independence—might have behaved 

differently when she knew that-” 

“That Lewis was my lover?” 

“It was natural and forgivable in the circumstances 
of the war.” The Baroness touched her daughter’s hand 
with groping affection. “I have been young myself.” She 
smiled, though she had little heart for smiling. 

Julie withdrew from her. “It was not for that reason 
you were silent, mother.” 

The Baroness made a little gesture of despair. “My 
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dear Julie, do you blame your mother for safeguarding 

your marriage?” _ 

“No, but it does not bring us nearer as human beings 
with understanding of each other.” 

“You are hard, Julie.” 

“We are both hard, mother, when we are together.” 

The little silence that fell between them included all 
their past. Looking into it, the elder woman saw her 
stru<^He and her justification. 

“You forget,” she said, “that I fought the Leydens, 
alone here, when you were a child. To establish you. To 
(Jain recognition for you. To make you Sophie’s equal. 

You forget all that.” , . . , 

Julie was standing by the mantelpiece in her mother’s 
own sitting-room—the room, she remembered suddenly, 
in which she had been taught Dutch when she was "a 

child. 

“No, mother, I don’t forget. That’s what I’m grateful 
for. But you were fighting the wrong battle as far as I was 
concerned. And you’d fight it again. You are fighting it 

again—now?” , , , „ 

“If you have sense enough to help me. 

Julie turned from the fireplace and looked down on 
the trim, proud figure seated on the sofa’s edge, striving 
to identify it with the mother she had known in England— 
the mother of her early childhood whom her father had 
worshipped. Perhaps, she thought suddenly, as Rupert 
worshipped me—and with as little cause. And her eyes 
filled whh tears. She tried to check them but could not; 
she had no wish to shed tears in her mother’s presence, 
but they overflowed from her eyes; her lip trembled and 
her throat burned. And she saw the expression in the face 
before her change from astonishment to a flurried mingling 
of tenderness and gratification. Her mother rose and took 
her in her arms. The falseness, the absurd theatricalism, 
of her weeping in her mother’s arms struck her; but, 
though she was aware of the stiffness of her own body— 
the stiffness of a dressmaker’s dummy tipped forward on 
its stand—she had no power to resist. The warm drops 
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were drying on her cheeks. Her mother was making low, 
clucking noises in her ear. 

She broke free with a wrench of her shoulders and an 
instant later was regretting the petulant violence of her 

movement. , . . 

“O Julie!” her mother said, twpting her ringed hands 
together as a cottage-wmman twists her apron in em¬ 
barrassment and grief. “Julie, dear, what have I done 
that you can’t bear me to touch you even when you 
cry?^^ 

“I wasn’t crying. I wasn’t crying,” Julie said, and, 
sitting down, curled her body away, hid her face in the 
back of her f-h air and sobbed as though her heart would 

'^^The Baroness also sat down, took out her handkerchief, 

and waited. . 

Soon, dry-eyed, they were gazing at each other, while 
a vreat Persian cat twined itself to and fro between them.^ 

*^T’m sorry, mother. I didn’t mean to be brutal. I-” 

“Now, listen, Julie. Since, as you say—and as you 
prove, we are hard when we are together, let us at any 
rate see things as they are. You say like a schoolgirl that 
you can never settle down in Enkendaal again. W here else 
are you going, tell me that? You have pocket-money that 
came to you at your father’s death. Apart from that you 
have little—probably nothing. You are a pensioner here 
whether you like it or not. 

Julie did not answer. The Baroness went on: Very 
well. You must make your bed if you ^e to lie in it. Apart 
from myself, you have one friend in the world your 
step-father. You have been nothing but trouble and 
expense to him, but he likes you; there it is. But if he 
knew what you had done, he would wash his hands of 
you. Mr. Alison was his guest; you were under his pro¬ 
tection; your husband was at the war. You^know your 

step-father’s code of honour well enough-” 

“If it is true,” Julie said, “that he would ‘wash his 
hands of me,’ it is useless, mother, for you to fight any 
more. Sophie will tell him.” 
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“He will not believe Sophie. I have seen to that,” the 
Baroness answered with pride. “I am^ not a fool, my 
dear . • • But there is one thing,” she added, “that might 

lead Vim to believe Sophie. Mr. Alison-” 

“He is going,” Julie said. 

“But when?” 

“Soon.” 

The Baroness leaned forward. “It is folly—the deepest 

£Qj]y_to keep him here, Julie. To be seen wdth him. To 

walk with him publicly. Your step-father isn’t quick in 
his suspicion. Still 

“But we have walked and ridden together for nearly 
pvo years,” Julie said, suddenly roused from her listless¬ 
ness by perceiving, in her mother’s argument, an illogical 
twist which suggested that she was not speaking all her 

^The Baroness also was aware of the weakness in her 
own case as she w'as forced to present it. She could not 
confess that, in getting rid of the Englishman, she was 
less concerned for her husband’s suspicions than for her 
daughter’s rashness. Too late, she began to regret that 
she had spoken to Julie of Alison’s going. She should have 
tackled the man himself. But something in Julie’s face, 
quickening her fears, impelled her to continue. At least, 
Julie herself might be tested. 

“It is different now that your husband is dead,” she 
said vaguely. “In any case, it is wise to be on the safe side. 
You would lose nothing by his going. All that was over 
long enough ago.” 

“In a sense, it was over,” Julie answered. 

“In a sense? It was over or it was not.” 

“If you mean that we have not—that_ he has not been 
my lover since Rupert came back—^that is true.” 

“Then what did you mean—‘in a sense’? There is 
no other sense,” the Baroness persisted with deliberate 
stupidity, and waited for the confirmation of her fears. 

Julie rose. “I don’t know what I meant, mother. Does 
it matter so much? I suppose we were in a kind of en¬ 
chantment—and this is the real world, that’s all.” 
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Her mother hesitated, searching the girl’s face, alarmed 
but wishing to discover reassurance in it. 

“Then remember that it is the real world,” she said. 
“And in the real world a penniless widow needs a back¬ 
ground.” 

“A background?” 

“Ah, Julie, do not pretend to misunderstand me. What 
else can you do—be a secretary? A governess? You would 
despise that. You cannot live here, a single woman, for 
ever. And if your step-father should die and Allard 
succeed to Enkendaal—besides,” she added, softening her 
voice, “there is no reason that you should not some day be 
happy again.” 

“Or make you happy again,” Julie said, stung to bitter¬ 
ness by the nagging futility of the scene she had passed 
through. 

Her mother rose beside her. They stood facing each 
other, while the cat still fawned upon their shoes. 

“You are a fool,” the Baroness declared, her tone rough 
and stifled. “You are the kind of fool that will not know 
herself. Have you the idea in your head that your marriage 
was all of my making? You were ready enough to take the 
profits while they lasted.” 

Julie was silent. 

“You think you were a child, coerced,” her mother 
exclaimed, shaking with indignation now as she had long 
ago over the stubbornness of a pupil, and breaking away, 
in her anger, from the control she had by careful training 
imposed upon her voice. “You tell yourself that now—to 

flatter your romantic vanity; but the truth is--” 

“I was not coerced,” Julie answered quietly. “But I 
was a child.” 

“Child or no child, coercion or not, you would do it 
again,” the Baroness cried. “You will do it again when I 
have prepared the way. There is nothing else you can do. 
And when you want a new lover, you will blame me for 
having forced you into a rich marriage. And be glad to 
blame me. And be glad to blame me!” she repeated. 

She walked across the room to the window and looked 
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out, her hands moving on her hips. Then, as though a 
weight had been lifted suddenly from her mind, she 
turned and laughed—a short, low-pitched laugh: 

“You will never marry a poor man,” she said. “Never.” 

When Julie was gone, she sat down, trembling, and 
pulled the cat on to her lap. She rubbed her cheek against 
the fur of its head, feeling outcast and ill. I meant to help 
her, she thought, and began to cry. The cat flicked its 
ears and sprang free on to the hearth-rug, w'here it lay 
washing itself. 



CHAPTER TWO 


The Baroness came downstairs next day with her decision 
made. At ten o’clock she walked over to Kerstholt’s 
cottage. Ramsdell admitted her and took her to the upper 
sitting-room where Lewds w^as. 

He was leaning against the window-frame with a book 
in one hand. "With the other he was crumbling bread from 
a platter that stood on a low bookshelf. The eyes he raised 
from his page when Ramsdell spoke to him were ^bright 
and animated—so bright that she wondered for an instant 
whether he was in a fever. After a slow recognition—for 
the light of the window had been in his eyes and she was 
in shadow—he came towards her. 

“I hope I am not interrupting your breakfast,” she smd. 

He seemed not to be aware that there was anything 
unusual in munching dry bread at ten^ in the morning or 
to be embarrassed by the disorder of his room, which was 
burdened with books and papers. 

“I w'as reading,” he answered, looking about him. 
Then, seeing the bread; “I eat when I’m hungry.” 

Ramsdell left them together and the Baroness, observ¬ 
ing Lewis, thought with satisfaction; He is all books. I 
needn’t have come, but she pursued the purpose of her 
coming. He listened to her in silence, giving her no assist¬ 
ance by any comment his, and before she was done she 
had changed her opinion, though not her dislike, of him. 
Never before had she encountered so formidable a silence. 
There was neither threat nor defiance in it—-only an im¬ 
penetrable composure. 
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“When do you wish me to go?” he said at last. 

“I am sure you will understand, Mr. Alison, that it is 
better for Julie’s sake that you should go at once.” 

She knew that she would have been wise to press him 

no further, but she heard herself rattling on into hints_ 

delivered with an admirable tact and discretion—that the 
Kerstholts were not owners of the cottage, but tenants 
and dependants of the Castle, and that in so small a com¬ 
munity as Enkendaal, the Castle—but her implied threat 
of eviction produced no effect on Lewis. It was as if she 
had attempted to beat down or divert a flame by throwing 
pebbles that passed through it. She looked round the room , 
feeling that she would long remember having visited this 
Englishman whom nothing touched. 

“Does Julie know of your coming here?” he asked. 

“I did not think it necessary to tell her. She is troubled 
enough, poor child. What is past is past. She has to begin 
her life again. That is what I wanted to make clear to you, 
Mr. Alison. I felt sure that you would not be so selfish or 
thoughtless as to make her way more difficult. You see, 
while you were living in the Castle, while the war con¬ 
tinued, everything was exceptional.” Her voice ran on, 
beyond the rule of her will. Watching him, she understood, 
with an unwilling understanding that wrenched at her 
self-respect, why Julie had accepted him bodily as her 
lover, and she found herself wondering whether in this 
disordered room, this cottage room where the window- 
light shone upward on to the triangular planes of the 

sloped ceiling, Julie had ever permitted-The word 

“permitted” gratified her. While she spoke to Lewis, she 
aMowed it to echo in her mind. It was a contemptuous 
word that might be used of a lover who was a peasant or 
a footman. 

“You see,” she was saying in a tone of shrewd, mincing 
affability, “we must accept the world as it is. Your position 

and Julie’s-” Under her words, the thought persisted 

that a man who could sit up all night over his books, and 
read standing, and eat dry bread like a serf, who yet had 
beauty and repose and power, was a menace, a pest. She 
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hated him because he would not defend himself. He did 
not care for her argument, though he attended it, or for 
her taunts, though he understood them. He seemed not 
to be within her reach. 

Going out, she said: *‘Well, Mr. Alison, we are agreed, 
I hope?’’ 

“Whether I stay or go,” he replied, “is of no importance 
to me and probably of none to Julie.” 

“If you will take my advice, you will put Julie altogether 
out of your mind,” she answered; and, the words coming 
to her from the past, she added: “That was a kind of en¬ 
chantment, shall we say? This is the real world.” 

Instantly his expression was altered. “Julie herself 
might have said that!” he exclaimed eagerly and she knew 
that he was searching her face for resemblances to her 
daughter, searching it with a compelling, fiery tenderness 
that made her feel that he had passed through and beyond 
her, as though she herself did not exist. 

“The man is mad!” she said to herself, as she walked 
down the lane outside the cottage. It rankled in her mind 
that he did not eat regular meals like normal people but 
munched dry bread, standing, at ten o’clock in the morning. 

Seeing Kerstholt in the lane, slowly returning home, 
she said: 

“You will nothave your English tenants long, Kerstholt.” 

“Now that the war is over, Mevrouw. No, I suppose 
not,” he answered, standing cap in hand. “They will be 
glad to be home, poor young gentlemen.” 

“Mr. Alison will be going at once,” she said. 

He opened his eyes at that. “But they told me only last 
night, Ivlevrouw, that-” 

“I have seen him this morning,” she insisted, wondering 
even as she spoke, why she had paused to speak to Kerst- 
hoit. “I think he will be going at once. The other may 
stay a few days perhaps.” 

She enjoyed the puzzlement in Kerstholt’s eyes, know¬ 
ing that her power w'^as the key to it, and her joy was 
sharpened by seeing across his shoulder, near the entrance 
to Allard’s house, Sophie’s narrow figure, wrapped in fur 
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When she reached the Castle, the Baroness was tired 
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not speak and Juhe v P 

no doubt. 1 he ^aroness w » 

bj S utS being m fhe hall no 
“fto oTserS^^^^ dipped four of her finger-tips into 
her mouth and began to suck them. 


CHAPTER THREE 

Sophie, not unobservant of signs of panic in her step¬ 
mother, had been content to y?ait. The possibility that 
Julie might run away with Lewis was present in her mind 
also, and she was unalarmed by it. Julie would ruin herself 
and be gone; her mother would be humiliated; three birds 
with one stone. Sophie’s ambition had swelled with time. 
She wanted not so much the ruin of the governess’s 
daughter, for whom she had indeed an obscure, envious 
admiration, as the humiliation of the governess herself. 
She wished to rule Enkendaal for her father as she would 
have ruled it if he had not married a second time. To 
persuade her father of Julie’s intrigue was not enough; 
she must persuade him that his wife had known of it and 
protected it—that she was, and that the world knew her 
to be, a procuress in effect. “A procuress,” Sophie whis¬ 
pered in her obsession. The word would cut when the time 
came to use it. 

Why had that handkerchief been brought out and 
waved? Ella was not accustomed to wave to her. There 
was no other cottage but Kerstholt’s in the lane at the 
entrance to which Ella and Kerstholt had been standing; 
it led nowhere but into sludgy fields; therefore she had 
been visiting Lewis. She had not awaited his coimng to 
the Castle, whither he would certainly come during the 
day, but had gone to him before eleven o’clock in the 
morning. She disliked him; she had said often enough 
that the Englishmen in their cottage lived like peasants, 
though they dressed up and pretended to be gentlemen 
when they came out of it; the call was not made for 
pleasure or without purpose. 

394 







THE END 


cH. in 


395 


Sophie sought for this purpose in vain. She felt that it 
must be clear enough, but so eager was she to discover it 
that she could not. Her head ached that afternoon with 
such violence that she whimpered on her bed and pressed 
the mountains of her thumbs into her eyes. The darting 
a<iony in her temples and crown was so intense that at 
last unable to be still, she rose, trotted across the room 
with the childish toddle that came naturally to her when 
she was alone and in distress, and rubbed her forehead 
and even the top of her head (pulling the hair apart) 
against the cold window-pane. This comforted her a little, 
and she began to wonder, as she often did when her head¬ 
aches were bad, whether she might not turn into a child 
again instead of becoming old. 

While, in her mind, she was choosing the clothes she 
would put on if she awoke one morning and found that 
she was a child, she saw Ramsdell cross the bridge betw'een 
the lakes and approach the Castle. In less than ten minutes 
he came out with Julie at his side. They went to the boat¬ 
house, crossed the bridge, and disappeared, through the 
thicket where the pavilion was, in the direction of the 
cottage. Lewis had sent for Julie. Why had he not come 
himself? 


“Leaving Enkendaal? Not to come back?” Julie had 
asked when Ramsdell delivered Lewis’s message. He 
replied that Lewis would go to the Hague, or perhaps to 
Rotterdam, in readiness to take ship for England. “Then 
this is the last time I shall see him,” she said. 

As they walked through the grounds of the Castle, they 
spoke little, and when Ramsdell asked her: “Is it to be the 
last time, Julie?” she turned her face from him and could 
not answer. 

Lewis took her into a room downstairs, for the upper 
sitting-room, he said, was littered with his packing, but 
it was the upper-room that was familiar to her and she 
felt isolated and chilled, as though be and she were on a 
stage, ignorant of their parts, or had met by chance in a 
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waiting-room with nothing they could say to each other. 
The same constraint was upon him, and though he spoke 
tenderly and touched her with the same gentleness which 
long ago had struck fire into her, there was no fire now 
between them—only the burden of a frozen intimacy, the 
ache of an emotion emptied out. , , . . , 

When he told her of her mother s visit, she replied: 
“What my mother does can make no difference to us. Go, 
Lewis; it’s easier. We have nothing to gain by fighting 
her, and nothing to lose that she can take away. 

“But you Julie, what shall you do? He was standing 
near to her and, though she did not look up, she saw', 
beyond her interlocked hands, that he rigid and 
trembling. Then, suddenly, in a jet of decision, he said: 
“Come with me, Julie. Together we can work out our 
fives, not apart.” To check the wild unrest m his own 
mind and to cover her silence, he allowed his words to 
run on: “You are legally German. It won t be easy to get 
you to England at once. But through the Legation it could 
be done, and shall be. Come with me. 

“To England, as your wife?” 

<«Yes, Julie/’ . „ 

She smiled. “Why do you ask me, Lewis?” 

“Because I love you,” he said. “Whatever may have 
happened between us, we are part of each other s fives. 

More than ever now by. . . .” 

“By a kind of necessity?” she answered. Yes, say it 
Lewis. Why should we be afraid of each o&er—to tell 
each other the truth? It is a necessity that binds us. As 
though everything round us had died. As though there 
were no one left in the world but our two selves. 

“Is it no more than that, Julie? It is^ more to me. Our 
love may be out of our reach now——” 

She grasped his hand. “It is out of our reach, she said. 
“It is out of our reach—like something lying at the bottom 
of a deep pool. We can see it and know it. But we can t 
move towards it. We can’t recover it. «ff 

“And yet,” he answered, ‘we cannot leave it. Cut on 
from each other, we shall never live again m this world.... 
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0 Julie, you and I talking here, chilled by a memory of 
what we can’t feel—afraid to go forward, unable to go 
back. And yet,” he continued, letting her hand fall, “we 
are what we were—you as beautiful—and I. . . He 
walked across the room and returned to her. '‘Nothing is 
dead, Julie, but sleeping—undergoing change. What was 
shining and secret, our own, has become his, until wt 
make it our own again. The joy and the brilliance have 
gone from it. It is bound up in suffering—his and yours 
and mine. It’s dark and heavy—but it is alive. Without it, 
you and I are thrown away.” 

“I believe that,” she said, '‘but I feel nothing.” 

“Then-” 

But she would not let him continue. “You are making 
yourself speak of love for my sake, Lewis. You have 
burdens enough. In England you have your own struggle. 
I have no decision left. Perhaps, some day, we shall be 
together again. I don’t know.” 

“Come now,” he repeated, “come now, or give me your 
word to come.” 

She was silent a long time. 

“Lewis,” she said, “try to believe and forgive me. I 
know that I love you and shall not cease; but now I feel 
nothing. For so long we have thought of him only, of 
saving him. And we have failed. It is as though you and 
I had been struggling and struggling up a mountain and 
had fallen back suddenly into the valley. And you say: 
"Come now. Climb again. Another mountain. Climb it 
blind.’ We are to set out, with no illusions, starved and 
tired, to struggle again. I can’t Lewis. I can’t now. I can’t 
think or feel.” 

“But when time has passed?” 

“I can’t even give you my word,” she said. “I love you 
—that’s true still. But I’m cold and tired. I don’t trust my 
own word. Something has died in me. . . . And in you it 
has died,” she added, “in you too. The enchantment has 
died.” 

“All enchantments die,” he said. “Only cowards die 
with them.” He lifted up her face, and into his she saw 
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the old calm returning. “Come when you will, Julie. Life 
will begin again.” 

He released her and walked with her towards the Castle. 
Suddenly she looked towards him, hesitated, and said, as 
though all her inarticulate truth might be expressed in 
the w'ords: 

“It’s just that I’m numb—and frightened, Lewis— 
that’s all. Not a coward.” 

The curbed pleading in her tone and. the failure of her 
words to match the dumb passion within her struck deep 
into his memory. 

“You might have said that, Julie dear, when you were 
twelve years old.” 

She gave a little laugh, almost of happiness. “It is true, 
then, that you love me,” she said. “You wouldn’t have 
remembered.” 

When they reached the pavilion and were drawing near 
to the lakes, he stopped. “It was here we met, Julie. Shall 
we part here?” 

She gazed at him, feeling only the shutters of the past 
closing in upon her mind. She was stiff, without tears. 
They dared not touch each other, and she turned away 
and went on towards the bridge, determined not to look 
back, incapable of it. Then, hearing him follow her, she 
turned. He took her hand and bent and kissed it. Her body 
began to tremble in ice and fire, and she exclaimed: “But 
I made you kiss my hand when Ballater was here!” For an 
instant she was stung with wild shame and joy, but when 
he was gone she could think only of the sound of the water 
flowing beneath the bridge and of the emptiness of her 
W'ords. There will be snow before night, she said, for she 
could read the skies in the colour of the water and the 
shrewd bleakness of the air. 


That night, after dinner, Lewis came into the smoking- 
room of the Castle, not in evening dress, and wearing a 
rough overcoat powdered with snow. Sophie pressed her 
knees together, curling her toes in her slippers. Julie rose, 
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and stood without moving. Her mother, elaborately un¬ 
aware that there was anything unusual in this visit, con¬ 
tinued to sew and asked Lewis to sit down. “Tea vvill be 

coming in a moment.” 

“A cigar,” the Baron said. “These are livht Or a 
Havana?” 

“I’ve come to say good-bye,” Lewis answered, “and I 
mustn’t stay. I still have packing to do.” 

The Baron was nursing the cigar-box. He looked 
up. “Good-bye? Why so suddenly? Are you otT to 
England?” 

“Possibly not at once, sir, but I have to go down to 
the Hague. When I sail depends on ships and transport 
arrangements. But I start from here early to-morrow 
morning. I wpted to say good-bye and thank you for all 
you’ve done.” 

“Ah, nothing,” the Baron said. “You’ve done more for 
me than ever I’ve done for you. You’ll take your transla¬ 
tion of Dirk’s papers with you to England and arrange 
publication there?” 

“Yes, certainly I will.” 

The Baron stood up and took his hand. “Well, Alison, 
you’ve learnt something of how the Dutch run their 
estates. I shall miss you. It will seem queer, always riding 
alone. I shall have to take Julie with me. . . . She’ll miss 
you, too, reading and so on. We shall all miss you. We 
shall often meet again no doubt. Still, it’s always a trifle 
sad when something ends. After all, it has been an interval 
in life, eh? Things may be as good or better, but they 
won’t be the same again.” 

“No,” Lewis said, and pressed the old man’s hand, and 
could say no more. 

There was silence and a clink of decanters. 

“Is Mr. Ramsdell going too?” Sophie asked. 

“Not at once. He’ll stay and clear things up at the 
cottage. There’s more packing than I can do.” 

“Strange that they should send for you and not for him. 
Aren’t you on the same file so to speak?” 

“Probably not,” Lewis answered. “I’m Naval Division. 
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He’s a submarine officer R.N. We didn’t come into 
Holland together.” 

That was clever of him, Sophie thought. 

The Baron turned away from the side-table, a glass and 
a brandy decanter in his hands, holding them up. 
“Telegraphed for you, I suppose?” 

For an instant Lewis hesitated. “Yes, from the Hague 
this afternoon.” 

They talked for a few minutes, Lewis being persuaded 
to take off his coat. “I shan’t publish Dirk van Leyden 
myself,” he said. “I scarcely know whether my firm’s 
alive or dead till I get home.” 

“Yes, I see that,” the Baron answered. “You’ll have a 
tough struggle. But it will come right, you’U see. It will 
come right when you have settled down to it.” 

“I hope so,” Lewis said. “It will be a fight with precious 
few munitions.” 

He rose to go. He shook hands with the Baroness. 
“Good-bye,” she said, “I hope you have a pleasant 
journey.” 

He came to Sophie herself and when he touched her 
she curled her toes again inside her shoes. He went to 

Julie. . 

“Good-bye, Julie, until w^e meet again. 

She had not moved while he was in the room. Suddenly 
she leaned forward, put her hands on his arms, and kissed 
him. 

“Good-bye, dear Lewis.” 

She was smiling as she stood away from him, holding 
out her hand. 

The Baron chuckled. “That’s the way for old friends 
to say good-bye,” he exclaimed, and drew her arm into 
his own. 


Next morning Sophie went into the post-office, bought 
some stamps and a bag of sweets that she gave 
postmistress’s child, and began to spin the weights of the 
balance on the counter. 

*'That telegram from the Hague yesterday for the 
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English offi.cers at the cottage—it was long in being de¬ 
livered, Wasn’t there anyone yon could send up with 
it?” 

‘'Telegram? What telegram, Freule?” 

Sophie went from the post-ofEce to the cottage, wdiich 
she approached from the meadows behind it, and found 
Kerstholt working in his back garden. 

“You will be sorry to lose the English officers, Kerstholt 
Mr. Ballater made the front look pretty with his flowers.” 

“Yes, Freule. But we still have his flowers. You’ll see 
next spring. . . . The others were nice gentlemen too. My 
wife was only saying last night how quiet they’d always 
been. She was nervous at first at the notion of having 
them. Strangers—Englishmen too. She didn’t take to the 
English after the affair in South Africa. But she was sorry 
to see Mr. Alison go. We were out, both of us, to wave 
him good-bye.” 

"It was very sudden, wasn’t it?” 

“That it was, Freule. We didn’t rightly understand it. 
Only the night previous Mr. Alison was saying: Tt will be 
some time yet, perhaps a fortnight and more.’ And the 
next I knew was in the morning Mevrouw van Leyden 
met me in the lane there. Mr. Alison was going, she says. 
So I asked him. He’d let me know, he said. Then the 
Freule Julie came up, and afterwards he came asking for 
his packing-cases that we had stored in the shed.” 

"He had a telegram during the afternoon,” Sophie 
suggested. "That was it.” 

Kerstholt looked at her. Evidently he didn’t know what 
the English officers had been up to. He would be discreet 

"That must have been it,” he agreed. 

Sophie went down to Allard’s house. He and his wife 
were doing accounts together by the fire, and were irri¬ 
tated by her coming. It pleased her now to waste time, to 
watch their bored faces. 

“Well, Sophie,” said Allard, his patience deserting him. 
“You see we are busy.” 

How it delighted her to see their faces change when 
she began to tell them what she knew! Julie had been 
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Lewis’s mistress—for months, for more than a year. And 

Ella had known, had allowed it. _ 

“But why did you say nothing if you knew? Manetje 

Swhie had expected this question but was annoyed 
that, when nothing but eagerness for action was m her 
own mind, she should have to pause to answer it There 
were so many answers, and to the chief of them-that she 
had been afrid of humiliation and ridiciBe—she would not 
confess. How often, she remembered, had she laid plans 
for trapping Julie, and how often had she failed to cany 
Sem oit! Though she had been convinced beyond a 1 
doubt in her own mind that Lewis went often to Julie s 
room, she had never been certain on any particular night 
Sat he was there. He came and went always through ^e 
library and it was his known custorn to work at night. To 
meet him at any hour between the library and his bedroom 
was proof of nothing. Once she had knocked at Julie s door 
and after a time a sleepy Julie had opened it and^led her 
in. What had she wanted? Her explanations had stumbled 
and fallen- a smiling Julie had led her out. A dozen tunes, 
having crept into the library and found it empty, she had 
Lod before the door of Lewis’s own bedroom and failed m 
courage to knock. Once, softly turning the handle and^find- 
W thi door locked, she had tapped ly 
SI room was empty, but had not dared to force tiie alam. 
And she remembered, with a fluttering of 
nisht on which she had found the door ajar. Ah! at last he 
had forgotten to lock it. Downstairs she had crept, through 
the drawing-room, through the ante-rooms, through the 
SS^rngiall at’the bale of the towe^-P the « 
to Se library. No light showed under the door, bhe had 
SiS the lareh and fntered. Insid^darkness ^d m en^^ 
She had been certain then; she had her proof. . 

necessary was to bar the door leading upward to Jukes 
room so^hat none might return by it, then to go ^ 

father; and she had been groping her way across 

for in her wandenngs through the Casfle sh . ^ 

■ ' 'light, when Lewis himself had risen up m the fam g 
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of an embrasure and had asked what she did. She was 
looking for a book, she had said; and had been unable to 
think of the name of any book but the Bible. 

Her tormented memory of these things ran on while she 
was telling Allard and his wife, with what assurance she 
could command, that she had been biding her time. She 
told them, in terror of provoking their laughter, as much 
as she dared tell of her nocturnal flittings. “It was useless 
to try to prove anything while Ella was on her side,” she 
concluded. “Who would have believed me? Father would 
have been too surprised and angry to believe. You saw 
how he behaved the other day.” 

“You might have told us,” Allard said. 

“Not until I was sure. . . . Not until I was sure,” Sophie 
repeated. “I was waiting.” And she added in proof: “I did 
tell Rupprecht.” 

“You did tell him!” cried husband and wife together. 
“Well?” 

“He smiled.” 

“He didn’t believe you?” 

“That’s what’s so odd,” Sophie answered with a sigh, 
running her fingers across her forehead. “I have always felt 
that he did believe me—secretly. And yet he can’t have 
done, I suppose. I don’t understand. . .. But it’s different 
now,” she added, speaking rapidly and with decision. “Ella 
sent Lewis away. She concealed it from father. She let the 
lie about the telegram pass in father’s hearing. Why did 
she send him away? Because he had been Julie’s lover and 
she knew it. Because she knew Julie might become his 
mistress again—or his wife. There can be no other reason.” 

Sophie was disappointed by the effect of her story on 
Allard. He believed it but was cautious. “You ought to 
have told us long ago,” he said, “instead of hugging it to 
yourself. You’re hysterical, Sophie—running about the 
house at night alone. It’s just a question now whether we 
can surprise Ella into giving herself away. She’s made it 
awkward for herself. We’ll get Goof over from the Huis 
ten Borgh.” 

But Goof was in the Hague and did not reach Allard’s 
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until the night of the third day. Meanwhile Allard ploughed 
through the snow to question Kerstholt and the post¬ 
mistress. He sat late with Goof on the night of his coming; 
in the morning Sophie visited them and they went over the 
ground again. After luncheon, at a time when they knew 
the Baroness would be sitting in the smoking-room, toast¬ 
ing her feet and reading the Handelsblad, Allard, a little 
ne^ous because he was attacking his former governess, 
and Goof, a little embarrassed to find himself a guardian 
of morals, were led by two women, who laboured under 
no such handicaps, across to the Castle. The snow was 
thawint^ fast. They heard nothing as they came but the 
squelcfing of their own feet. Goof was irritated by the 
weight of his sister-in-law s boots and the determination 
of her legs. Why Allard had married so much muscle, he 
had never understood. Like a great mare in a cart, he 
thought, walking behind her. 


Julie had lunched with her mother alone—the Baron 
having ordered cheese and claret in his office and had 
afterwards gone with her into the smoking-room. The 
long, high-ceilinged room was darkened by its verandah 
which, though pleasantly used in surnmer, was now but a 
shoot for the thawing snow. From time to time a wedge 
of snow would become detached, rush with the sounds of 
a broom and a muffled drum over the roof, and fall, hissing, 

into the laurel bushes. , , . r 

“Don’t roam about, Julie. There s nothing to see from 
the window that we haven’t seen a thousand times before. 
Throw some logs on the fire and be comfortable.... Would 
you like a sheet of the Handelsblad}” 

Julie seated herself at a little distance from the fire, in a 
position from which she could see the silvery sky and the 
bare tree-tops above the laurels. She heard the moisture 
whistle in the logs and their bark peeling away, tranquil 
sounds that plumbed her own tranquillity. The smnmg of 
the laurels and the afternoon twilight of this familiar room 
had fallen into the past. Nothing that happened here could 
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ever again 

*M!er”a‘Se while she rose ftom her chart. 

“Where are you going, Ju 

‘■Tsn'Ut Sf tap,dear, to be alooe so much, cooped 

S home in Chopping at Chr«^^^^^ ^ 

b black, facing guess-embarrassed, might have 

reason that she coul g Sophie an _ 

been about to a carol [ 

S'SoTi&?srisfhS»^ 

£SottefSm,kd.,nberr.om,withaqu.etmmd. 

shtLgan to play ter clavichord. 





CHAPTER FOUR 

At the sound of the opening door, the Baroness withdrew 
her feet from their comfortable extensmn before the fire 
and looked over the back of her chair. This was her hour 
of ease; soon she must go upstairs to rest, an exercise 
which, beneath the repairing hands of her maid, was more 
strenuous than its name; meaiiwhile she enjoyed the fire s 
warmth on her outstretched legs. She eiijoyed, too, the 
twilight of the room which at abmt three o clock had made 
her reading of the newspaper difficult. Smce then she had 
lain in her chair for a quarter of an 

traits of her husband’s ancestors, the need for effort lulled 

*°BSe did nTetpect to be disturbed during this time 
of uno-uarded peace wherein all memories were softened 
and all ambitions laid away. The appearance of Aljard s 
bulk round the leather screen by the door irritated her. 
When she saw by whom he was accompanied—the full 
LeVden muster-a streak of fear ran through her body. 
Perceiving danger, she called up the reserves of her pride 
and skill, but they also were lulled to sleep and did not 
answer Allard’s wife would trap her into some trifling 
display of social ignorance—the families of Holland and 
the?r connexions through Europe were so hard to re¬ 
member. She had learnt them once, but they were for 
ever changing. And Allard’s wife would smile “d correct 
her: “Ella, dear, surely you remember- - 
would chatter among themselves of books she had not 
read, and turn to her suddenly for 

could not give it—they whom she had taught. There is 
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no need for you to teach me!” she exclaimed once— 
foolishly, she saw afterwards, for Sophie had been quick, 
quick. ‘HVell, you had your turn when we were children,” 
she had answered.... They would tease her and taunt her, 
she knew. Generally she was a match for them all. But 
now she was tired. They would laugh at her, and so have 
her at their mercy. There was nothing she could do but 
escape, and she rose with careful slowness, that they might 
not guess she was running away, and said that she had just 
been going to her room. A little flicker of humour prompted 
her to add: “Are you going to play cards, the four of you? 
You must ring for candles and have the fire made up.” 

“Could you spare us a few minutes?” Allard said. 

“Why, yes.” But her voice would not ring with surprise. 
“I hope nothing has happened.” 

“I’m afraid something rather serious has happened.” 

“Nothing to Pieter!” she made herself exclaim, but 
again her tone was false. She knew that Sophie had shot 
her bolt. 

“Oh no. Father’s all right,” Allard replied. 

He and Goof seated themselves on the fender. His wife 
—always to be thought of as Allard’s wife, never as 
Marietje, a diminutive that sounded ridiculous whenever 
it was applied to her—^took a chair and planted a hand on 
each knee. Sophie stood apart, a thin black tree growing 
out of the carpet, swaying a little but rooted. 

Allard cleared his throat. “No doubt you’ll be able to 
explain,” he began. “But it’s very unpleasant—extremely 
unpleasant for all of us. In all our interests—not just our 
owm, I mean, but the family’s—it is absolutely necessary 
to clear her character.” 

“Oh, begin at the beginning, Allard,” his wife ex¬ 
claimed. “There’s no going back on it now. You can’t say 
what you have to say and be polite. Besides, Ella knows all 
about it. You're telling her nothing she doesn’t know and 
ought not to be ashamed to know.” 

“Say that again.” They looked up fike foolish children 
to see the Baron a few yards within the room, his crested 
hair and white collar breaking from the distant shadows. 
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“Say that again please, Marietje. Whose character is to be 
cleared, Allard? What ought my wife to be phamed to 
know?” He came down to the fire and stood in its glow, his 
shoulders up, his arms stiffened, like an angry wooden 
soldier. “What are you all doing here? What’s it all about?” 

Allard and Goof rose; Allard’s wife pursed her lips and 
began to rub her hands together. ,,Txri. t_ 

“It’s nothing, Pieter,” the Baroness said. What brought 
you in here? ^thought you were working away. .. .’^ 

“My box was empty,” he answ'ered, a boy with a 
grievance. “I came in for a—I came in for a piece of string.” 

Whereupon Goof gave one short, nervous laugh, like 
the hoot of a solitary owl, and was silent. 

“Yes, sir, you laugh. You laugh like a fool — 

“But why didn’t you ring your bell, my dear? the 
Baroness said. “Look, we’ll soon find you a piece of string. 
In that brass box, Allard—behind you—on the mantel- 

^ “It’s always the same in this house! his father^ said, 
patting the leather of an amn-chair to ease his impatience. 
“You want something. ’Tisn’t there. Then—— His 
petulance overcame him. “I couldn’t ring my bell because 

it’s broke. Kapot.” j u- u a 

This was too much for Goof. He slapped his h^ds on 

his thighs and threw back his head as if he were about to 

enjoy the laugh of his life. , , , i i.. c u- 

“Oh, don’t laugh, don’t laugh, don’t laugh! Sophie 
cried with impassioned seriousness. “Have you all gone 

™AUard was holding out a twist of string. The Baron 
stared at it as if he did not know what it was, but he knew 
now that he had been led away from his track. His eyes 

moved slowly from face to face. _ • • t.- 

“What is all this?” he said, enclosing the string m his 

fi.st 

After a long silence, Allard’s wife began: “It has come 

to our knowledge-’' . .. ^ 

“Excuse me. I should like my son to speak. Now, 

Allard.” 
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“All the time,” Allard said reluctantly, “all the time 
that Englishman, Alison, was supposed to be working in 
the library- 

“He tvas working. Why—‘supposed to be’?” 

“Very well, sir. All the time, he was—well, going up to 
Tube’s room.” 

^ The Baron had control of himself now. “Go on,” he said. 
“Isn’t that enough?” said Allard. 

“You are saying that she was-” 


“Yes.” 

“You must say more than that, Allard. This touches 
me. He was my guest. She is iny daughter.” 

“Your daughter!” Sophie cried. 

“Yes, Sophie. I choose my own words. I said, my 
daucrhter. And you, Allard, mark that.” 

“Very well, sir. I’m soriy. But the truth’s the tnith.” 

The Baron smiled, looking from Sophie to his wife. He 
was not unprepared for this story. Beneath his anger, he 
was a little pleased that Allard, and particularly Allard’s 
wife, had been fooled. 

“Now look here,” he said. “Let’s not say what we may 
all be sorry for. I know the origin of this lie. No matter 
how I know, but I do. Sophie told you—now didn’t she?” 


“Yes.” 

“And you accept that?” 

“Why not?” Sophie intervened. “I was here. I kno\y. I 
have known for months and months. While it was going 

__ » 

Her father over-rode her. “If she had come to me with 
it, I should have known how to treat such a tale. But you, 
Allard— you have your head screwed on—and you come 
here-” 

“It doesn’t rest on Sophie alone. 

“Then, perhaps you’ll tell me how—how what you say 
—was possible? Och! But it’s not worth talldng of!” 

“But it was very possible and very easy,” said Allard’s 
wife. “You think the staircase from the library^ to her 
bedroom has been closed up for years. It hasn’t been. 
You can look for yourself.” 
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cried Sophie. ''Look for^ yourself. The latches 
and bolts of both doors. And the hinges."’ 

He did not know how to answer that. 

"That can be explained,” his wife said, but not before 
his confidence had been shaken. opened up the 

wall-staircase when she came here at the beginning of the 
war so that she could go to and fro from the library to 
fetch books,” 

"I knew nothing of that,” he said. 

"No, Pieter, nor did I at first. But you know how reti¬ 
cent she is about her own affairs—a kind of game. She 
told me later.” 

"When did she tell you?” asked Allard’s wife. 

"Really, I don’t remember.” 

Sophie broke in. "Was it after you knew what was going 
on?” 

"No. It was-” She recovered herself, again too late. 

"It wns some time this year, I think.” 

“And did she close the staircase again when Alison 
began to work in the library at nights?” 

"I am sure she did.” 

"In June, two years ago!” 

"I suppose so.” 

"Look at the locks and hinges!” Sophie exclaimed, 
"Anyone can see they have been used more recently than 
that. I will tell you when she closed the staircase again— 
when her husband came back.” 

The Baron had been waiting. "Now, Allard,” he said, 
when Sophie w^as quiet, "anyone malicious — anyone 
malicious and hysterical—can monkey with locks and 
hinges. What else have you?” 

Allard, who was himself beginning to wonder whether 
he had been duped and now wished with all his heart that 
he was at his own fireside, said nothing. 

"Will you allow me to speak?” his wife asked. 

The old man looked at her angrily. "If you have any¬ 
thing useful to say.” 

She drew herself up in her chair. "Allard has made a 
very serious accusation,” she began with formal calm. 
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*Tor some reason he is tongue tied; he seems to have 
forgotten everything. Very well, then; I must make it good. 
This, as he said, doesn’t rest on Sophie alone or on hiitcres 
and bolts. In the first place, you can use your own memory. 
The way they went about together—riding, walking* 
always together. In the library too. No one else went there 

when he was working-” 

'T went continually,” the Baron remarked. 

‘‘Perhaps, but perhaps you were thinking of something 
else. Perhaps your eyes are not very sharp for these things.” 
“Pray God,” he said. 

“None of your eyes seem to have been very sharp,” 
Sophie put in scornfully. ‘‘You must have been blind, all 

of you. Every time she looked at him or touched him-” 

“Let me go on, Sophie. You do no good now,” Allard’s 
wife interrupted. “But I will say this. Sophie was living 
in the house. We were not. I thought it a disgraceful 
flirtation but I never dreamed of more. I wouldn’t let 
myself. But Sophie was living in the house, and although— 
well, although she may not be reliable in everything— 
she observed; she went about the house at night, she says; 

she’s not lilcely to have invented-” 

“Now listen, Marietje,”-the Baron said, irritated beyond 
endurance by her precise, explanatory sing-song. “As for 
tiieir going about together—they were both English; 
they’d known each other all their lives; he’d taught her as 
a child; they thought the same way—music and history 
and so on; and they were shut up here together. D’you 
,expect them to behave lilce strangers? Why, when he came 
in here to say good-bye to us, she kissed him in front of 

us all. That doesn’t look like-” But, remembering that 

little scene, he saw it afresh, with new eyes. I wonder! 
bethought, but he said swiftly: “And as for Sophie’s being 
in the house—wasn’t her mother in the house too? You’ve 
all made a mistake and a shameful one. That Allard should 
be shipped in this galley is what beats me. Still, what 
happens in these four walls is our own. There’s nothing 

gained by shouting and railing-” 

“That’s the worst part of it,” Allard put in suddenly. 
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‘‘What is?^’ 

“Well, Ella, you see- 

“Now wait a little,’’ his wife said. “Will you tell me 
something, Ella? You, of course, knew nothing of this?” 

“Nothing, of course.” The Baroness looked at her 
husband. She felt that he was ceasing to believe her. “But 
I have no intention of being cross-questioned by you, 
Marietje, about this or anything else. The whole sugges¬ 
tion is shameful.” She began to rise from her chair, wish¬ 
ing only to escape. 

“She’s afraid—afraid to answer,” Sophie jeered. 

After all, the Baroness thought with hot indignation, 
there is nothing to fear. I have only to deny everything. 
They have no proof. Her strength returning, she was 
filled with a desire to defeat and humiliate them. They 
had no proof, none. 

“This is enough,” the Baron began, evidently to pro¬ 
tect her, but she would not have his protection now, while 
doubt remained in his mind. She would not ran for 
shelter before them all. 

“What more do you want to know?” she asked, and 
observed with satisfaction that even Marietje seemed to 
be moving stealthily towards conciliation. 

“There’s veiy^ little more I want to know. It is of course 
possible that Sophie was mistalcen. Were you never even 
suspicious?” 

“Never. There was no reason to be.” 

“Apart from—the final thing—did it never strike you 
that their being together so much was, perhaps, indiscreet?” 

“Perhaps that w^as foolish of me,” the Baroness said, 
feeling that she could now afford to concede so much. 
Then her anger flashed. “If I had knowm there were so 
many lying tongues even in our owm family, I should of 
course have warned Julie and Mr. Alison.” 

“But you didn’t speak to either of them?” 

“My dear Marietje, why should I? They were friends 
and no more. The possibility of their being anything else 
never entered my head.” 

At this her husband intervened again, eager to make an 
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end. She smiled and acquiesced. It pleased her to think 
how near they had come to success, how they had stumbled 
and fallen short of it. When they apologized she would be 
magnanimous. Magnanimity would cut as anger could not. 

‘‘Now/' Allard’s wife said, “I can prove that you are 
not speaking the truth, Ella, and have not been from the 
beginning. It was you who sent Mr. Alison away. We can 
prove that. 

It was a bow drawn at a venture, the Baroness thought. 
They were trying to confuse her. Alison would not tell* 
nor Julie, nor Ramsdell. It was impossible that Marietje 
should know. 

“I did nothing of the kind.” 

“Then how did you know before any of us that he was 
going?" 

“I did not.” 

“But you told Kerstholt. You told Kerstholt on the 
morning before.” 

She remembered now—Sophie in front of Allard's 
house, picking her way through the mud. She had taken 
out her handkerchief and waved. 

“Oh yes,” she said with a vague, frightened smile. “I 
had forgotten. Mr. Alison did tell me he had been re¬ 
called.” 

“So you did visit him?” 

“I was passing the cottage.” 

“One goes to the cottage or one does not The lane 
leads nowhere.” 

“Across the fields,” she said desperately. 

“I see; it must have been an interesting walk across the 
fields. It was strange, wasn't it, that he should tell you he 
was going before he received the telegram—before he 
knew himself?” Marietje turned to the Baron. ‘T was not 
here that evening. But you were. You heard him say that 
he had a telegram from the Hague in the afternoon?” 

“Anyone may—^may make a slip in conversation about 
the time of a telegram. Obviously he did, if he knew in the 
morning. A few hours,” he added weakly. “What do a 
few hours matter?” 
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“What matters is that there was no telegram. You will 
find that out at the post-office. Alison was lying to covet 
Ella, and Ella kept quiet to cover him. It was she who sent 
him oflf because she knew that he had been Julie’s lover; 
he w’as poor and useless; she was afraid that Julie might 
run away.” 

“Now,” said Sophie, “perhaps you will believe that I 
have ej’es.” 

The’ Baroness, looking up, saw that they were in the 
dark; only the firelight illumined their faces and hands. 

“It is true,” she began without knowing what she 
wished to say, “it is true that—in a sense—after Rupert 
died and Julie was a widow, I——” 

“I will not endure this,” the Baron exclaimed. “You 

are like bloodhounds, all of you-I will not listen—now. 

. . . You will go, please. ... I must see you all again 
when-” 

He turned away abruptly that they might not see his 
face. When he had been gone a little while, the others 
moved. Goof went last, having paused to throw a log on 
the dying fire. All wrong, all wrong, he thought. We’ve 
hurt no one so much as the old man. And hearing Sophie 
in the doorway say to Allard in breathless eagerness: “Let 
me have tea with you! Let me come over to tea with you!” 
he hated his sister. 


The Baron had climbed to the head of the stairs and 
was seated in a little alcove there. Opening his hand, he 
found a twist of string and began to unwind it. He won¬ 
dered where the stuff had come from and what to do with 
it. You couldn’t drop it on the stairs; someone would trip 
and fall.... The sound of voices below recalled him. The 
front door slammed. Well, Allard had done his business. 
Not Allard—he was led by the nose—but the women. 
Mischief-makers! Liars! he added suddenly. This stuff 
about telegrams. Questioning poor old Kerstholt! Ques¬ 
tioning Juffrouw Steen at the post-shop! You can find out 
at the post-office, that woman had said—as though he’d 
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go asking Juffrouw Steen whether Julie, the minx, had.., 
Mixing servants in van Leyden affairs. ... As for Elia— 
his thought choked there, and he watched Jacob walking 
across the hall with two branched candlesticks in his hands, 
spilling the grease, the idiot. . . . Julie, she wouldn’t do 
that, not she. Not hole-in-the-corner, with her husband 
at the wars. She wasn’t French! But my God. he thougiit, 
the library and that staircase and her bedroom up above 

_I suppose even the English are cold on winter’s nights! 

And what a pother she was in at the Hague that time! Had 
to give her sapphires. Then down to the Hague he came. 
Why to our hotel? Was that the beginning—under_ my 
nose? No w'onder he took so much interest in Dirk’s 
papers. ... 

Then, suddenly, he could see nothing but the shame 
and dishonour of it. His guest. His Julie.. _.. She wouldn’t 
lie to him. Never had. Best have it out with her. 

As he approached the tow'er, he heard the sound of her 
clavichord. Half an hour ago, he thought, how I should 
have loved to sit quiet and listen, and there I w_as in my 
room, grubbing money. She may have been playing then. 
He went in without knocking so that he might not disturb 
her, but she looked over her shoulder, her eyebrows went 
up and she smiled—glad to see me, he thought. He made 
a face at her and signed with his hand that she wasn t tq 
interrupt music for him, and down he sat, crossed his 
legs and clasped his hands about a bony knee. Byrd, was 
it? and he forgot that there were spiteful women in the 
world. But his eyes, staring out into the music, perceived 
that the door leading to her bedroom stood open; his 
purpose came back to him and, ceasing to enjoy the music, 
he wished only that it would go on and on* She stopped at 
last and turned round in her seat. 

'*Weli, Oom Piet, it*s not often you come to the tower 
nowadays. Shall we have tea brought up here for a treatl 
Then Ill play again.... My fingers are cold/ . 

She knelt at. the fire to warm the.iii, and reached lor i 
log from the basket. 

‘Xet me, my, de.ar/* 
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They were kneeling at the fire together, he stiff and 
upright, she comfortably back on her heels with hands 
stretched out, rosy and golden. 

“This is a devil of a business,” he said. 

“What, Uncle Pieter?” 

“D’you know what they’re saying of you—that all the 
time Alison was staying here, working in the library, you 
had that staircase open and—well, you see how it is? 
Sophie’s at the bottom of it, but the others are in it too. 
They say your mother knew.” 

He was shaking. 

“Tell me what has happened,” she said. “I don’t 
understand yet.” 

He stared at the flames and told her. 

“All I want is your denial, Julie. I don’t want explana¬ 
tions. Telegrams, Kerstholt—they don’t touch me; I’m 
not an attorney. You’re my daughter; I count you so; you 
tell me it’s a lie and I’ll wipe the floor with them. ... I 
don’t want even that,” he added. “If you’ll allow me to 
forget I ever came to you with this dirty thing. I’ll take it 
generous of you. You go on playing your clavichord. 
That’s enough answer for me.” 

She moved her hand towards his but did not take it. 
“It is true. Uncle Pieter,” she said. 

He stumbled up from his knees and looked down at her. 
“In this house!” 

“Yes.” 

“For how long?” 

“Does that matter? Soon after Lewis came here until— 
until Rupert came back.” 

“Julie, it’s impossible in you. Shameful.” 

“No,” she answered steadily, “not shameful. But for 
you. Uncle Pieter, I’m sorry. There was no reason that 
you should have known. I wasn’t going to disgrace you or 
break up my marriage. It was to be—^what you called it— 
an interval in life. Now. ...” 

“But, Julie,” he said, “I’m not a preacher—God knows. 
But here you were, sent here by your husband, under my 
roof, under my protection. And he was at the wars—not 
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his own fault he left you. I was pledged for you. You were 
doubly pledged. You were my daughter—I’ve always seen 
you so. And, my God, more than ever I see you so now. 

I told them that, when they were blackguarding you. Am 
I to go back and say-” 

“You must.” 

“And afterwards—how am I ever to stand in with you 
again?” He looked at her as if she were vanishi.ng from 
him. ‘Tt can’t ever be the same. I used to enjoy whipping 
them off.... I thought I knew you better than any of them 
and that though you w^ere”—he picked the word—“hi"h- 
spirited, still ...” After a long pause he added: “You’%’e 
let me down.” 

“I’m sorry. Uncle Pieter.” 

“What’s to be done now?” he said. “I’ll have to face 
them. There’s nothing I can say.” Then with a little 
movement towards her that was not completed: You II 

have to face them too.” •, t, * * 1 , 

“It makes no difference to me, she said, what they 
say or do or think. That’s true. I’m sorry you should hate 

me, that’s all.” _ , r 1 - j » 

‘‘Not hate you, child. God forbid. 

“Despise me, then. Feel that I. . . .” 

He did not deny it, but walked across the room without 
looking at her and let two of his fingers rest for a moment 
on the kevs of her clavichord. 

“Well, there’s no more to be said, Julie. 

And he went out. 


At the door of Allard’s house, his collar round his 

ears and his nose buried in a muffler, he made the bell 

peal wildly, and, when the manservant opened the dwr, 
shouldered past him without a word. A lighted window 
had told him in which room they were sitting. ^ 

They had finished tea. Allard had a cigar alight md fiis 
slippers on. Marietje and Goof were playing picquet 
Sophie had taken a fan out of a case on the wail w “ 

fanning herself—flutter, flutter—why couldn t she be still? 
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“Come in, father,” Allard said, and began to make 
room by the fire. 

“I’m not staying.” 

He loosened his muffler and remained standing. This 
was what Julie had brought him to, this humiliation—to 
come here and confess that she was rotten. Marietje, he 
knew, imagined herself to be a tactful woman. She would 
keep her eyes on the cards and be careful not to smile. 

“Well,” said Sophie, reading his face, “what do you 
i-hink of your daughter now?” 

His daughter; the word was like a spur. 

“Allard,” he said, “Fm speaking to you now as my 
eldest son.” 

“Very well, sir.” 

“You will succeed me here. You will be head of this 
family.” 

“I understand that.” 

'“Then please understand this—ail of you. I have not 
abdicated. Is that plain? . . . Good. Now, I have seen 
Julie. What you say against her you say against me. Who¬ 
ever says it does not come into my house while I live. 
That is all I have to say. You have wronged me. It is 
forgotten.” 

“We have not wronged you!” Sophie cried. “You know 
it is true! Why should it be forgotten?’’ 

“Because I have forgotten it,” he said. 

When he had left her, Julie did not move. Soon the heat 
of the new logs he had thrown on the fire began to scorch 
her face and she put up her hands to protect it. Whenever 
he sees me, he will be ashamed, she thought, and, remem¬ 
bering how his mouth had worked, rumpling up his 
moustache, while he stood beside her clavichord, and 
how his eyes had held the look that came into them always 
when he was speaking of one whom he had loved and who 
was dead, she said aloud, “I shall hurt him less by going 
than by staying.” 

She went into her bedroom and put into a suit-case a 
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w clothes, her jewels, her personal papers and German 
SsS%hat money she had and three books Then she 

Lapped herself in fur and for an instant was still, not m 

^ifthT wall-staircase had been open she would have 
chosen to go down by it, but the_ lower door was bolted, 
Sfwould not see the library again; but one doesn t look 

back going out of an enchantment, she said, and as s 

° Lh her music-room, did not look at her clavichord. 
^’^The^^l was empty. A glint in the upper lake reminded 
her that she had not extinguished the lights m her room, 

La suddenly she thought: How strange it will be to come 
and suddenly sne ^ ^^j^grtisements are wntten in 

T?^°bL'°She passed the tennis-courts and through the 
hi tS Sion The lane to the cottage w^ very 
dS? bit Ihe was thinking of it as it had been in the sun- 
the afternoon on which they had received news 

of Jutland, and, tdTe 

Sas - -y --ifdow. Was 

anty. °i„ce shut? If she walked round the 

Ramsdell out and the Pf ^hev would look 

cottage she would meet th ^ i.„rii~i.ed at the front door 

“Who is it?” ^ 

^’''Whyl'what have you there? Not mote papen 
of Lewia-ai” Thiy “ the M 
gleam of a candle he Imd set Uracket I put my tennis 
that comer, she thou^t, duder afterwe^ad hadnews 

aacjuetwhen I^e he««,^-t*er« 

p2X aTi'er hUNvhafa wrong? You look hk. 
death.^’ 
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“I thought you weren’t here,” she said. “I thought 
you’d gone.” 

He put down her suit-case and took her to the upper 
sitting-room. It was littered with wooden boxes and pack¬ 
ing straw. 

“Are you all right,” he said, “while I get you some 
water? There’s none here.” 

“I don’t need water. I was only afraid you’d gone.” 
“Such a loss, Julie?” 

“Yes... Ramsdell-” She stopped. “I always call you 

that. So did Lewis. I don’t know why.” 

“People do,” he said. 

“But you have another name.” 

“Not that matters.” 

“Tell me.” 

“Well, oddly enough, it’s the same as his—spelt differ¬ 
ently, though. Louis.” 

“I see,” she said. 

He lifted a packing-case off a chair and lowered a pile 
of books into it. 

“What’s wrong, Julie?” 

“I oughtn’t to have come to you,” she answered. 

“And why not?” 

“Because-” 

“Because I feel about you—as I do? That’s a reason for 
coming if you’re in a tight corner.” He added, looking at 
her: “I’ll do what you want—anything on God’s earth.” 
“Take me to the Hague,” she said. 

“To-night?” 

“Now. You still have Ballater’s car?” 

“I have. But why car? It’s a long way.” 

“I want to go by car. We can talk—and move. It will 
be exciting. There’ll be a moon later.” 

“Very well,” he said. “I can take in more petrol in 
Rynwyk. If you’ll give me five minutes. I’ll put some 
things in a bag.” 

She held out her hand. “You’re good,” she said. ‘No 
questions?” _ 

He smiled. “That’s the advantage of coming to me. 
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And before she had need to answer, he added quickly: 
“There’s one question, though. I take it no one knows 
about this or you wouldn’t have come here. hat are they 

going to say in the morning?” rp, . t. 

^ “They can say I’ve gone to the Hague. That I m going 
to England when I get passports. I’m known to have re.a- 

You’d better leave a message,” he said. wlule 

I oack. My one remaining servaiit is out, but I li leave it 
to be delivered in the morning. It can be addressed m my 
handwriting. Kerstholt needn’t know you ve been here. 

Soon he came in again, bag in hand. The em-eiope was 
ready for him and he addressed it as she told him. 

“Oh'” she said, “thank God, you were here. Thank God 
for that.... Can you manage my passports as easily as vou 
manage me?” She was making plans and aid not pause for 

S™ “Dojou Aink she said, “if I stay a,-at tha 

DctlX 1/ ‘ ..... . ■! -jss 

He looked at her. “Are you still so nch? 

“Until I leave Holland I must be. ^ r i. i 

He nodded and blew down the chimney of the lamp. 

"^If I Sy thS untilSime comes, do you think we 

"°illL'Tpain Uvitched his mouth. “You and Lewis? 
It might be. Depends if he has to take men across. 

took it Lm him and looked round 

leapt and, because her hand was unsteady, would not oe 

come back here,” she said slo'wly* ^ 

have to. . . * This infernal packing is scarcely 

begun.” 
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The world was all before them, where m choose 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guiue. ^ 
They, Lnd in hand, with wmd’nng steps and siO.T, 
Through Eden took their sohtary way. 

® TT TAW* 
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“Don’t eo,” Julie said. “Not yet,” and Lewis, turning ks 
hSd to look at the clock on the wall of the chart-room, 
touched Ramsdell’s arm and added: “Stay another quarter 

“^RamsdeU’s lips began to smile. It sprang into his mind 
to sav: “But I should have thought 

be left alone!” But he could not mock them; he as too 
near in sympathy to their undertaking; and, saying nothing, 
EmreHown with them from the bndge-rail on to tl^e 

.rdTLble.4 expanse ofthe dockj^rd, and the dark, 

'’’^'e'*SnndS” sEmU ha?raailed early in the afternoon 

hto horne tta SE 

Sniment inthe linie'lhip were intolerable to them. Now 

wish you could have been married before you left.” 
“Why?” _ 

“Over and done wnth, I suppose. ,, 

Julie smiled. “It’s clear in our own minds, she an 

swered. “That’s what matters.^ . 

Silence fell over them again, and “flP uL-age, 

ofthe affairs of dre “StElSd dSd, 

S'ifir,jsrrsSh'’sea i. t^ h^. 

SaEgESrSlL^Sl mustU; before he left 
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Enkendaal. Lewis remembered a debt of eight florins and 
took out the money with which to pay it. 

^*No more walks up from Rymyyk on Saturday morn¬ 
ings/' Ramsdell said. ‘T must call on the Belgian and his 
daughter before I go.” 

“And you must come to see us in England/' Julie an¬ 
swered. 

“I will.” 

“But at once? At Cheppmg?” 

“Shall you be at Chopping?” 

"A¥hy not?” 

Ramsdell hesitated. “You will be going aw^'ay for a bit 
together?” 

She turned to Lewis. “It will be better to settle down 
at once?” 

He put his hand over hers, gripping the rail, but he 
answered Ramsdell. “Chepping at first. Then London. 
There are rooms over the publishing house that we could 
live in. They’ll have to be cleared of stock.” 

Ramsdell knew that, while he remained, they would con¬ 
tinue to play the rigidly unemotional parts they had assigned 
to themselves. When he was gone—he who was their last 
contact with the past—^they would be compelled to face 
each other and the future; and the very fixity of their de¬ 
termination made him think they were afraid—were steel¬ 
ing themselves. While Julie was insisting that he should 
laugh at two Dutchmen seated on a bench, with their two 
dogs beside them in the same conversational attitude as 
their masters and with bullet heads and planted feet that 
' were a caricature of the human pattern, he looked carefully 
at her face, asking himself what chance she had of living 
as she now intended to live. She turned her head suddenly, 
caught his gaze, interpreted his question and the tender¬ 
ness of it towards her, and, seeing that Lewis had crossed 
the bridge to speak with one of the ship’s ofScers, she said: 

“You’re afraid for us?” 

It was hard to reply. He trusted them; he believed that 
what they were doing was right and inevitable; but' he saw 
darkness .ahead. 
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“Not if vou are unafraid for yourselves. But you have 
. uZl noShig Julie, since I brought you to the Hague 

toldmenothi g, J you 

that night. I ve_never mo ^ ^ drunk—until, 

“tgj StSlo“ rneSrliiat than to pretend the other 
thing,” she said in an airy tone. 

thine s romance and plain saiimg. 

mool and no further.” 

::!,?ep^“d». z rhe*Jt l;:'.C li 

m^chedy places. ahaU ^ happy. 

lSb"S4.i;iftoweaapdn^ 
Rotterdam. But that’s feelmgi and. if don’t 

happy Sppy or not matters less than it 

know. And whether ^ ^ujy real life, I mean, not 

fhfe'ofTeg":^ 

make our lives togeAer, Lems 

But RamsdeU who, ^for whomhe 

saw in Julie the “ ou ^could not perceive, beyond 

would have Jmdoned mas rhe two 

what seemed loJL renewed. To him, as to Hi 

travellers, a possibility of 1 ^ fnend- 

lovers, there was no l^ve ,,oman that had 

ship, no more; and^ betwe ,, fejj that these 

been lovers f““ were attempting the im- 

two were doomed, .^a Z_i:ug this, he was suddenly 
possible, and knew it; and fee mg ms, ^ 

possessed by admiration o e the irony, 

tore they had Ug ^at had hung always over 

t bS^ “ ^ " Now d», 
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must carry that love with them through the world, vindi¬ 
cating and fulfilling it. In the long run, he thought, 
consequence, which it seems possible to eliminate, always 
compels men to become either greater or less than they 
were—to become less in shrinking avoidances, or greater 
in acceptance; and he understood for the first time in what 
circumstance of love Lewis and Julie stood. They were not 
afraid of what might befall, but in awe of the prodigious 
and continuing power of what had befallen; and w^hile it 
was still possible, from the very outskirts of the past, to 
look back with wonder upon the garden now closed, they 
were slow to advance into that external world towards 
which, out of their dream, fate and their own resolution 
were carrying them. 


‘T must go,’^ he said. “There’s no other train. And the 
captain is coming on to the bridge. Soon you will be away.’’ 

“Lewis, he’s going,” Julie called, and Lewis came up 
beside them. Little words w^ere exchanged—messages to 
Enkendaal, promises of England whither Ramsdell would 
follow them in a week. Soon he w^as on the bridge-ladder 
and they were looking down on him. 

“I’ll go down to the gangway with him,” Julie exclaimed, 
and Lewis also would have gone, but he understood 
suddenly that she wished to be parted from him for a 
little while, not to stand at his side and wait. 

“I will come up again,” she said. “Are we allowed on 
the bridge when the ship’s under way?” 

The captain had invited them, Lewis replied. He saw 
her run down the ladder like a seaman, facing outward, her 
palm under the rope; and turned away to look down again 
from the ship’s side. If we sail now, he thought, we shall 
be beyond the harbour before dark, but there’s little time 
left, and impatience drove him to look continually at the 
clock in the lighted chart-room where the captain was 
stooping over the table with a pair of dividers in his hand. 
At last the captain came out of the chart-room and went 
to the compass on the upper bridge. There was a grinding 
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of capstans fore and aft, a creak of hawsers, a iop of hemp 
into me water of the basin. On the quay and in the ship 
itself the processes of going to sea went forward. 

Long after the Starling was clear of the inner harbour, 
land remained in sight. The captain, coming down from 
the upper bridge, began to tell of the many voyages he 
had made across the North Sea, independently and under 
convoy, during the war. He was proud of them, and, 
though he said that he was glad that the risk of submarine 
attack was ended, there was a note of regret in his voice, 
Lewis was always eager for the talk of men that spoke of 
their own profession, and until the captain, wondering 
why his passenger stayed so long on deck when he might 
be snugly below, went up to the compass again, he was 
content. Alone, he became restless. He began to hear the 
lash and scud of the darkening sea, the low thud of the 
engines, the sharper beat of the auxiliaries, and to re¬ 
member, with a shock of exile, the waterfall at Enkendaal. 
From that past he w^as now cut off, and he turned into the 
future with a determination to be bound by no regrets, to 
be freed from them by the final act which had brought 
him and Julie together into this ship. But it was a harsh 
determination, needing as yet all the support of his will. 
Chepping; Fells Square; Alison and Ford; he saw the old 
life returning. The same Julie who had been for so long 
separated from it in his mind—the idea of whom had, 
indeed, consisted in her detachment from this old, re¬ 
gulated life of his—would now share it; and he began to 
pity her, to blame himself for having so eagerly received 
her. There was, it seemed to him now, a great division 
between them—a division that must increase day by day 
and year by year if she was to maintain her own character 
in its integrity and he to fight again, in the world, his 
battle for spiritual independerice. He could not 
fight it; it was in his nature; vainly or not, he must fight it 

to the end. ... rpt . 

The clamour of a rising wind was in his ears, ifiougn 
the throb of the engines was under him, their sound 
shut out. If Julie spoke, he did not hear her, and not until 
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the pressure of her arm was within his own did he know 
that she was beside him. 

‘T have unpacked what we need/’ she said. 

“But you didn’t come up?” 

“Not until we were clear of harbour, . . . Was that 
cowardly?” 

The question touched him as none other could have 
done, revealing in her anew an aspect of herself which, 
in the despondency of waiting, had been withdrawn from 
his mind—a mingling of humility and adorable insolence 
against fortune which was hers, and hers only, like the 
flash and the surprising gentleness of her eyes. “Was that 
cowardly?”—knowing the answer, she could afford to ask 
that question; yet, though there was a challenge, a lilt of 
defiance in it, it contained also that baffling note of sub¬ 
mission which, when she w^as a child, had made her, 
beneath all her challenges, so eager a pupil. The same 
challenge, the same gentleness, had entranced him when, 
on his first day at Enkendaal, he had found her with 
Ballater beside the lake; again when she had come up 
behind his chair in the Baron’s room and had seemed to 
whisper to him; again as she took him for the first time 
through the darkness of her tower-staircase—always this 
mingling of contraries, of force and passivity, had shone in 
her and made her to him irresistible. It was hernwn light, 
by which she faced the world; her courage, her authentic 
spirit; was, indeed, herself—the origin and strength of his 
love for her. And it seemed to him now, as he looked at 
her, that he saw, not her only, but the spring of his own 
being, as though there were, and had always been, an 
identification between them more profound than their differ¬ 
ences. It was as if, while watching a thing of beauty, he had 
begun to recognize and feel its beauty as a moving current 
within himself; and all his purposes were comprised in a 
single purpose—^not to fail her. As she depended on him, 
so he on her; to fail her would be to fail in all things now. 
A fiery conviction in the same kind—quick in the heart, 
deeper and loveher and stronger than the cold resolve that 
Ramsdell had observed—^must have possessed her also 
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the same instant. She had felt a speaking tremor of his 
I H Sseen the movement of his head towards her, and 
S her what she wished to know-that, to 
Stever issue, he and she were staked finally on each 

°'Se wamhtfa m“fr?st^^^ salt, drop astern into 
the ?usk They spoke seldom, for the w nd <^ned speech 
J^V but they stayed a little while, hand in hand for their 
away, but ^ v s gone from the bronze 

®f“?h'?Thfv:-esraS bow-wi™, aa it curled eud 
sp“S unler the bridge, began to shine in the m<»easmg 
darkness. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 

I AM reluctant to burden a story with a note of any kind, 
but it seems necessary to indicate what system I have fol¬ 
lowed in my use of Dutch and German names. 

A novelist may suggest ancient nobility in England by 
an invented name, but the great aristocracy of Holland is 
so narrowly restricted and so well knowm that any fictitious 
title would give a false, and probably ridiculous, impres¬ 
sion. I have, therefore, been bound to choose, in van Ley¬ 
den, the name of a noble family extinct before my own 
sojourn in Holland. It has the right ring and may easily be 
pronounced by English readers; I have chosen it for these 
reasons only. The persons of my story are ima^nary% and 
the f amil y van Leyden has no connexion, even in my own 
mind, with any of my friends who received me and other 
English officers with generous hospitality during the late 
w'ars. I have borrowed in Enkendaal a setting and no 
more. 

A watchful reader will obser^^e what may seem to iiim 

inconsistency in my use or omission of the prefixes van in 
Dutch and von in German. The truth is that the use of 
them, particularly in Dutch, is extremely elastic and de¬ 
pends upon fine differences of meaning which even the 
kindness of the Dutch and German authoritieswhom I have 
consulted cannot reduce to a rule. For example, an intimate 
friend may speak of Leyden, not van Leyden; a snob who 

433 




434 


THE FOUNTAIN 


wishes to affect intimacy may do likewise. In speaking of 
the Baroness van Leyden, I have used three forms: the 
Dutch, Mevrouw van Leyden; the French, Madame de 
Leyden, which is in Holland sometimes used when English 
is the language spoken, for “Mevrouw” does not come 
lightly from an English tongue; and “the Baroness,” a form 
to which nothing in Dutch custom corresponds, but which 
was, within my own experience, more often used by Eng¬ 
lishmen than any other, and was accepted. In each instance, 
I have relied upon my own ear, and, subsequently, upon 
the revision of my friends, w'ho shall not, however, be held 
responsible for any errors I may have made by having their 
names coupled with my gratitude for their patience. 

C. M. 
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